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Chapter 1 


Noah—Present 


A persistent, annoying sound kept infiltrating my mind. I'd 
manage to shut it out successfully for a while, only to have 
it edge its way back in. 

“Beep-beep-beep.” 

What is that noise? Maybe | can find it and make it stop. 
Ugh—that’ll require opening my eyes and my eyelids feel so 
heavy. | don’t think they’ve ever felt this heavy. 

The beep-beep-beep got louder, or maybe | was just 
more aware of it. And something smelled strange. Not dirty, 
but not pleasant either. Like a deep, chemical smell. 

“Beep-beep-beep.” 

What is that? Did we get a new alarm clock? We’ve 
never needed one. Clark’s body has the amazing ability to 
know what time it is even when he’s asleep, so he hasn't 
ever let us sleep too late. 

“Beep-beep-beep.” 

Maybe I can reach it and make it stop. Don’t need to 
open my eyes for that, just need to lift my arm. Oh, that 
feels heavy too. And it aches. Why does my arm ache? It’s 
not just my arm; my legs hurt too, both of them. And my 
chest feels so tight, almost like it’s burning. What in the hell 
is going on? 

Clark. | need Clark. He’ll make it better. 


| tried to call out to him, but my tongue felt thick and 
heavy and my mouth felt like it was full of cotton. | forced 
myself to concentrate every ounce of energy | had on my 
tongue, my mouth. | knew that if | could get just one word 
out, it’d all be better. He’d make it better. 

“Clark?” 


My voice sounded weak and broken, completely foreign 
to my ears. 

“Oh my God, Noah. Noah? Can you hear me? Are you 
awake?” 

Pain and exhaustion turned into anger in the blink of an 
eye. That is, if | could blink my eye, which | couldn't, 
because blinking requires opening and opening requires eye 
strength that | apparently didn’t have. Wait, | can lift twice 
my body weight and I just complained about the strength of 
my eyelids? Seriously? Anyway, the point is that wasn’t 
Clark’s voice. Well, the plus side of anger is adrenaline, and 
that gave me strength for more words. 

“What did you do, Ben? Where's Clark? What did you do 
to Clark?” 


As my brain began to clear, | felt panic. Deep, breath- 
stealing, heart-pounding, sweat-inducing panic. | couldn’t 
move my body, couldn’t open my eyes, and my lover wasn’t 
there. It was the last one that really terrified me. 

“If you hurt him, Ben... | swear l'Il kill you. What in the 
hell did you do to Clark?!” 

My voice sounded stronger and the beeping noise was 
louder, or maybe faster, I’m not sure. With significant effort, 
| finally managed to pry my eyes open. 

A dull, grayish shade of white. Everything. The walls, the 
acoustic tile ceilings, the fluorescent lights, the sheets, they 
were all a dingy white color. 

Where in the hell am I? Television anchored to the wall, a 
metal tray beneath it, and a door next to that. Coarse, 


heavy, white sheets covered me. Oh, and don’t forget the 
beeping. The ever-present beeping. 

“| didn’t do anything. You were in an accident, Noah. 
You’ve been out for weeks. I’ve been so worried. Thank 
goodness you're finally awake.” 

| felt his hand grasp mine and willed my eyes to focus on 
my brother’s face. His normally perfect hair was messy, his 
Shirt looked wrinkled, and his eyes were wet with unshed 
tears. All of those things were unusual for my brother, but 
what | noticed most of all was that he looked older, not just 
a so-tired-that-his-face-looks-haggard type of older, though 
that was there too. But it was more than that. His movie-star 
face looked years older. 

It had been two years since l’d last seen my brother, 
which would make him, what? Twenty-eight next month, just 
a couple of months younger than Clark. Did he really age 
that much in two years? Wait, did he say weeks? | blinked 
my eyes and made myself focus on what mattered. 

“Where is Clark?” 

My brother looked anxious and surprised. 

“Damn it, Ben! Answer me! What’s wrong with him? 
Where is he? Was he in the accident? | want to see him. | 
need to see him. Where is Clark?” 

The panic was almost blinding. | couldn’t breathe. Then 
everything started going black. 

There’s no way Clark would leave me alone in a hospital 
unless he was... No. 

| wouldn’t even let myself finish that thought. The 
beeping was closer together, incessant, almost like one long 
sound with no separation. 

“What’s going on in here? Oh! He’s awake. l'Il page the 
doctor.” 

A portly woman in pink scrubs pushed her way past my 
brother, reached above my head, and turned a dial on a 


machine next to me, successfully managing to stop that 
god-awful beeping noise. Halle-fricken-lujah. 

“Mr. Forman? Can you hear me?” 

| closed my eyes, forced myself to breath more slowly, 
then focused on the nurse. 

“Of course | can hear you. Please, can you tell me where 
my partner is? Clark Lehman. Is he a patient here? Is he 
okay? | need to see him. Please.” 

She looked confused, opened her mouth to answer, and 
then.... 

“Mr. Forman. It’s wonderful to see you awake. I’m Dr. 
Garcia.” 

A dark-haired man in charcoal dress slacks, a blue 
button-down shirt, and a white lab coat took a penlight from 
his pocket and shined it in my eyes. 

“Can you follow this light, Mr. Forman?” 

The light moved from side to side. | humored him for 
about five seconds, before | went back to my question. 

“Drei” 

“Garcia. Dr. Garcia.” 

“Right. Sorry about that. Listen, Dr. Garcia, l'II be happy 
to follow your light or whatever, but first | need someone to 
tell me where my partner is. I’m really starting to freak out 
here, man. His name is Clark Lehman. He should be here. | 
know he’d be here if he could. | need to know if something 
happened to Clark.” 

| felt the tears building up behind my eyes. He couldn’t 
be. Not possible. l’d know it if he was. 

“Is he....” 

| swallowed and forced myself to continue. 

“Is he... is Clark dead?” 

Even saying the words hurt. An all-consuming, can’t-feel- 
anything-else, see-no-reason-to-go-on-living kind of hurt. | 


closed my eyes to ease the pain and fell back into the 
darkness. 


Clark— Past 


Benjamin Forman was over six feet tall, with broad 
Shoulders, a narrow waist, and bulging muscles. He had 
thick, chestnut hair that always seemed to lie on his head in 
a perfect style with every hair in place, big, wide-set, brown 
eyes that twinkled when he laughed, full red lips, a straight 
nose, strong jaw, and a perfect symmetry to his handsome 
face that any model would have envied. He was on the 
starting lineups of our high school basketball, baseball, and 
football teams. He was in student council, honors classes, 
and he volunteered two afternoons a week to tutor the 
English as a Second Language students. He was voted 
homecoming king, prom king, best-looking, and most likely 
to succeed our senior year. And, in addition to all of those 
other things, he was my best friend. 

There | was, the new kid in town, spending lots of time 
with Mister You’re-too-perfect-to-be-real. This should be the 
part of the story where | tell you that | had a crush on Ben. 
And, in a real fantasy tale, I’d say that, after months or even 
years of angst and trauma, he admitted that he was madly, 
deeply in love with me. But that wasn’t the case. Ben was 
into girls and | had never had any feelings other than 
platonic friendship for the guy. He simply wasn’t my type. 
His brother, on the other hand, captivated me from the 
moment | saw him. Noah Forman was my everything from 
day one. 

Trying to describe Noah is like trying to describe the 
wind during a rainstorm. You can smell it and feel it all 
around you, even if you can’t see it. Sometimes the wind is 


SO palpable that you can literally taste it, without so much 
as opening your mouth. And, if it’s a big storm, the wind can 
feel wild and chaotic, like it’s coming at you from all 
directions. That’s Noah. Not that you can’t see him, of 
course. The man isn’t invisible. It’s just that his essence is 
so powerful you don’t need your eyes to see him. At least | 
never had—my reaction to him had always been visceral 
and all-encompassing. 

| know that describing someone as wild, chaotic, and 
coming at you from all directions might sound like a person 
who bounces from thing to thing, someone without direction 
or commitment. But that’s not Noah, not one bit. He 
somehow manages to merge wild and free with dedicated 
and sure. And he has always been committed to me, from 
the very first time | met him, when | was seventeen and 
Noah was thirteen. 


My mother and | had moved to Emile City that year to live 
close to my aunt and uncle, so they could take care of me if 
my mom died before | turned eighteen. Oh yeah, did | 
mention | was starting to lose my best friend that year? | 
haven't switched topics; my mom was my best friend. And | 
was hers. 


| had never known my father, which wasn’t a Greek 
tragedy or anything. My mom and | were super-tight. It had 
always been just the two of us. | didn’t think about my 
father much, but when | did ask about him, my mom was 
always very complimentary. She said that he was a nice 
man, serious, smart, and handsome, with blue eyes like 
mine. They hadn’t known each other long before she got 
pregnant. And by the time she'd realized | was on the way, 
they’d already moved on from each other. It was amicable, 
just like all the endings to my mother’s relationships. 
Nobody could ever stay angry at my mother. 


She’d thought about telling him he was going to be a 
father, but he’d already left town by then, off to greener 
pastures, and he’d always said he wasn’t interested in 
having kids or getting married. So she figured there was no 
reason to upset his life. She was 40 years old, had a good 
job as an art curator, and she’d always wanted a baby. So 
she'd decided to keep me. In her mind, | was her 
responsibility, not his. 

She’d never stopped me from looking him up, never 
made me feel like I’d be betraying her or anything. | just 
hadn’t been interested. | thought maybe someday I'd do it 
so | could see what he looked like, let him know that he had 
a kid out there in the world. But that day hadn’t come when 
my mother was diagnosed with ovarian cancer. By the time 
the doctors discovered it, there wasn’t much anyone could 
do for her other than hold her hand through aggressive 
chemotherapy and hope that she’d be one of the few people 
who survived the disease. 


My mom was tiny, barely five feet tall and maybe eighty- 
five pounds. Having inherited my father’s height, along with 
his eyes, | was already taller and broader than her at the 
age of sixteen. The day she told me about her diagnosis, we 
sat together on the purple faux-suede couch of our little 
beach house and | held her in my arms while we cried. 
When we ran out of tears and tissues, she said that we’d 
have to move. She wanted to be somewhere | could stay if 
the worst happened and she didn’t make it. 


That was my mom, always a straight shooter. She didn’t 
Sugarcoat anything or treat me like a kid. We both knew her 
chances of survival were slim and she wasn’t going to insult 
my intelligence by pretending otherwise. | loved and 
appreciated that about her, even though a part of me 
wanted to bury my head in the sand and pretend that she 
wasn’t sick, wasn’t dying, and wasn’t going to leave me all 
alone in the world. 


So that day on the couch, my mom gave me the option 
of finding my father or going with her to live close to her 
sister in Emile City. Because seeing my father held no real 
interest for me, | chose the latter, not Knowing that | would 
truly find my home there. And I’m not talking about my aunt 
and uncle’s house. I’m talking about Noah. 


| started school halfway through the year, but caught up 
fast. Schoolwork wasn’t particularly difficult for me, and | did 
well socially. | joined the baseball team as soon as the 
season started, knowing that it'd be a good way to make 
friends. | wasn’t a great athlete, but | wasn’t terrible either. 
Basically, | did well enough to get on the team and not 
embarrass myself. 

Ben Forman was the best player on the team. He 
probably would have been captain, except the coaches 
saved that privilege for a senior. So Ben and | played 
baseball together, and because we were both juniors, we 
had a few classes together. Then one day at lunch, Ben 
called me over to sit with him and some other guys, which 
became my lunchtime routine. And that’s how he became 
the next breadcrumb on the trail that led me home, led me 
to Noah. 


It all started like an average Friday. | had no idea that my 
life was about to change. Hell, change is an understatement 
—my life was going to look up; it was going to explode; it 
was going to start. 

Ben had invited a few of us from the team to sleep over 
at his house after the game that night. I’d heard from the 
other guys that Ben had stopped having people over to his 
house a couple of years prior, so they were pretty excited 
about the invite. I'd almost turned him down because I’d 
been worried about leaving my mom, but she’d insisted. 


“A night away from here will do you some good, honey. 
Don’t worry about missing any excitement, l'Il count the 
number of times | throw up during the night and fill you in 
when you get back tomorrow.” 

The fact that she could even make jokes, while her body 
was falling apart right before our eyes was a testament to 
my mother’s strength and good nature. 

“Are you sure? You know | don’t mind being here if you 
need me.” 

We were living in a small, two-bedroom apartment that 
was walking distance from my aunt and uncle’s place. | had 
my own room, but l’'d been sleeping with my mom since 
we’d gotten there. That way, | could get her whatever she 
needed during the night, and help her walk to the bathroom 
when she got nauseous, which was almost constantly. 

She pushed herself up with her shaky hands, lifting up 
from her bed, and patted my cheek. 

“Of course | need you, sweet boy. You’re my whole world. 
But | have all of my medicine here, the home health nurse 
will be by at five o'clock, and I'll probably be sleeping most 
of the time anyway. l'Il be fine.” 

| gave her a gentle hug. She was all skin and bones, so | 
was constantly worried I’d break her if | squeezed too tight. 

“I’m sorry that | can’t come see your games, honey. You 
know | wish | could.” 

| kissed her forehead and held back the tears. Her skin 
felt so cold and clammy. 

“It’s no big deal. I’m sure l'Il just be warming the bench 
the whole game.” 

Okay, that wasn’t true. | wasn’t a great player, but | was 
good enough for starting rotation. And it’s not like | was in 
the habit of lying to my mom, but | didn’t want her to feel 
bad about missing my games. | knew she'd be there if she 
could. 


Chapter 2 


Noah—Present 


| fought my way through the darkness and heard my 
brother’s voice. He was angry, almost yelling. It took several 
seconds for me to remember what had happened—! was in 
the hospital and Clark wasn’t there. Clark. | needed Clark. 

“I will not call him!” 

“Please, Ben. Your brother isn’t out of the woods yet. His 
body is weak and he can’t handle any extra stress and 
tension. You saw how upset he was. He literally passed out 
because of it, and | don’t know when or if he’ll wake back 
up. He asked for his partner, and from what Nurse Smith 
told me, he did the same thing when she came into the 
room and she heard him asking you. How is it that you don’t 
understand how tenuous this situation is, Ben?” 

“You're the one who doesn’t understand. We can’t call 
Clark Lehman. He’s....” 

Oh, he did not just say that. Did Ben really just refuse to 
call Clark? Seriously? 

“Get out.” 

Hello voice. Welcome back. 

My brother and Dr. Garcia turned to me, clearly surprised 
to hear me speaking. | managed to make my left arm work 
enough to push up on the bed so that | could raise my body 
to something resembling a sitting position. 

“You heard me, Ben. Get out of here.” 


He came over to me, pain filling his eyes. 
“Noah, listen to me....” 
| turned to the doctor. 


“He doesn’t have the right to be here, and he doesn’t 
have the right to keep my partner away.” 


| glared at my brother without trying to hide the anger 
and hate | was feeling at that moment. 

“We're gay, not stupid, Ben, despite what you might 
think.” 

| was seething, wanting to crush his damn windpipe for 
coming between me and my lover. | wiggled my fingers and 
sighed in frustration, when | realized that | didn’t have the 
strength. Oh well, I’d have to settle for ignoring that piece of 
shit. | looked at the doctor. 

“My physician’s name is Dr. James Reed. He has a copy 
of my healthcare power of attorney. Please call him and then 
call my partner. I’m estranged from my family, Dr. Garcia, so 
| don’t want them here. Especially him.” 


| gestured to my brother with my head but refused to 
meet his stare. The doctor looked at my brother with sad 
eyes. 

“Don’t feel sorry for him, Dr. Garcia. | don’t know what 
he told you while | was out, but it’s been more than two 
years since my brother has spoken to me or to the man who 
thought he was his best friend. Ask him why, Dr. Garcia. Or 
can you guess?” 

“Noah, please.” 

Ben stepped closer to me. | clenched my jaw and spoke 
through gritted teeth. 


“Oh, | see. You’re not in the mood for guessing games. Is 
that it, Ben? Or is it that you don’t want me to expose your 
hateful ass? Listen to me. We’ve had enough, okay? You 
aren’t going to change who we are and keeping Clark away 
from me, while I’m in the hospital is low, even for you. The 


only reason you're still standing is because | can’t move my 
body, but that won’t last forever, so do yourself a favor and 
get out!” 

The doctor rushed over to me and put his hand on my 
shoulder. 


“Noah, please calm down. lIl call your partner, okay? 
Clark Lehman? That’s what you said, right? You’re smart to 
have legal papers, Noah, but as long as you’re awake, we 
won’t need them. You can make your own decisions, 
including who can visit you. So just stay with us, okay?” 

| nodded and let my body relax. Clark wasn’t dead; my 
homophobic brother had just been keeping him away. We 
hadn’t spent a single night apart for almost six years. We 
couldn’t sleep without each other and didn’t want to. My 
brother said l’d been in that hospital for weeks, which 
meant he’d been keeping Clark away from me for that long. 


At least I’d had the good fortune to be unconscious the 
entire time. | didn’t even want to think about what Clark 
must have been going through, knowing | was hurt and 
hospitalized yet being kept away. He was probably 
miserable; hopefully, seeing that | was fine would make him 
feel better. 


Clark— Past 


We won the game that night, so everyone was in a great 
mood when we got to Ben’s place. We traipsed into the 
family room, watched videos, played games, ate junk food, 
and wrestled on the floor. At midnight, Mrs. Forman came in 
and told us it was time to hit the sack. 


“One of us will have to crash in my brother’s room 
tonight. | only have the extra bunk and the trundle in my 


room.” 


The other two guys groaned and Ben rolled his eyes 
knowingly. Clearly, there was a story there and | was curious 
about it, but his mother had said it was time to go to bed 
and | wasn’t one to disobey a mother. Even someone else’s 
mother. 


“I'll sleep in your brother’s room, dude.” 


| picked up my backpack from where I’d dropped it 
behind the couch when we’d gotten there. 


“Point the way.” 


Ben snickered, got off the floor, walked over to me, and 
patted my back. 


“Brave man. His room is down that hallway, last door on 
the right. There’s an attached bathroom.” 


I'd seen neither hide nor hair of Ben’s brother in the two 
and a half hours we’d been in that house, so | wasn’t sure 
whether he was home. | slung my backpack over my 
shoulder and turned to Ben. 


“Is he asleep? Should | be quiet?” 


More laughter from the other two guys. Ben just 
shrugged. 


“Who knows? He can be sort of... unpredictable and 
loud, so my folks closed in the third garage bay last year 
and used lots of insulation. That way his room is far enough 
away from the rest of us that we don’t have to hear his, 
ehm, noise.” 


| was starting to get nervous. | shifted from foot to foot 
and chewed on my bottom lip. 

“What kind of noise?” 

Jim and Pete, the other two guys from the team, 
exchanged looks then jumped into the conversation. 

“Man, Ben’s brother is a total freak. | heard that last year 
he...—” 


Pete didn’t get to finish his sentence because Ben turned 
on him and growled. 


“Hey, shut the fuck up. He’s my brother, asshole.” 


| decided to let it drop. Ben was right; we had no place 
bad-talking his brother. Besides, there was no noise anyone 
could make that would be worse than listening to my 
mother cry during her sleep, and I'd been living with that for 
months. 


“Last door on the right. Got it. See you pricks in the 
a.m.” 


| made kissy faces in the air, which caused Ben to laugh 
and consequently lightened the mood. | had a smile on my 
face as | walked down the hall and thought about how 
protective Ben was of his brother. It was one of those things 
where he could say whatever he wanted about the guy, but 
no one else had better say a word. That’s exactly how 
things should be. After all, family is family. Being someone 
who was about to lose the only real family | had, | 
understood that better than anyone. 


When | reached the last door in the hallway, | knocked 
gently, not wanting to wake Ben’s brother if he was already 
asleep. No answer. | cracked the door open and poked my 
head in. 


There were two twin beds in the room and the moonlight 
streaming in through the window was enough for me to see 
that both were empty. | figured maybe he was in the 
bathroom and | didn’t want to startle him when he came 
out, so | dropped my backpack on the bed closest to me and 
knocked on the bathroom door. 

“Hello? I’m Ben’s friend, Clark Lehman. I’m going to be 
bunking in your room tonight.” 

Nothing. Not a sound. And | noticed there wasn’t any 
light coming out from under the door. Hmmm. Guess Ben’s 
brother was out for the night. | figured he was probably 


sleeping over at a friend’s house and Ben didn’t know about 
it. | hit the switch for the ceiling light and looked around the 
room. 


The floor was stained concrete, unlike the wall-to-wall 
Carpeting and wood floors in the rest of the house. The walls 
and ceiling were painted with a mishmash of crayons, 
markers, and paint. On top of that, there were layers of 
band posters. Groups | didn’t listen to—Rob Zombie, the 
Butthole Surfers, Social Distortion, the Dead Milkmen, and 
the Cure. The furniture seemed to have suffered a fate 
similar to the walls—an amateur paint job and lots of band 
stickers. One of the beds, the one | assumed he slept in, 
wasn’t made, but other than that, the room was neat and 
orderly. 


| got my Dopp kit out of my backpack and went into the 
attached bathroom. As soon as | turned on the lights, | saw 
a plain room—white walls, stock cabinets, brown shower 
curtain. A regular bathroom, but it seemed dull and lifeless 
in comparison to the vibrant bedroom I'd just stepped out 
of. 


| brushed my teeth, washed my face, and used the 
toilet. Then | went back into the bedroom, turned off the 
lights, and stripped down to my boxer briefs. | had just 
pulled back the comforter on the bed when | heard a 
scraping noise behind me. 


“Who the fuck are you, and what are you doing in my 
bedroom?” 


| turned my head and saw a guy straddling the 
windowsill, half in and half out of the room. His hair was 
purple and sticking up all over his head, he had black 
eyeliner smeared under his eyes, and three rings in the top 
of his left ear. Black and green polish was chipping off of his 
fingernails. His black shirt was full of holes and his loose 
jeans, also black, were in similar condition. 


He stepped over the windowsill and into the room. | 
looked at his face and beautiful hazel eyes met my gaze. My 
breath left me in a sudden whoosh as | realized that | was 
looking at my future. | wasn’t able to identify my feelings for 
him then, and it'd be years before I'd figure them out. But 
even in that first moment | knew that he was my 
responsibility, mine to take care of, even though | didn’t 
know his name. 


| realized that first look shook something in him too, 
because as soon as our eyes met, his previously angry 
expression softened. He walked over to me and stood so 
close | could feel the heat from his skin radiate onto mine. It 
felt wonderful. 


| was taller than him by about six inches, which wasn’t 
unusual, because at over six feet tall, | was taller than most 
people. Even with his shorter height, his shoulders were just 
as broad as mine. Again, not a surprise, considering the fact 
that his brother and his father were both really big guys, 
and | was more tall and lanky. 

He reached his hand up and cupped my cheek in an 
intimate and tender gesture. Instead of pulling away, my 
body instinctively moved toward his touch. It should have 
been uncomfortable, but it felt like the most natural thing in 
the world to press closer to him. 


“You look like an angel. What’s your name?” 

His voice sounded calmer and less threatening than it 
had when he'd first crawled through the window and 
discovered me in his room. 

“Clark.” 

He nodded and closed his eyes. 

“Clark. Okay, then. I’m Noah, and boy, are you ever the 
last thing | expected.” 


| was about to ask him what he meant, when | noticed 
bruises all over his neck. A protective wave washed over 
me. | wanted to draw Noah close to my body and keep him 
safe. Somehow, | held myself back, and instead | touched 
the marks gently with my fingers, wishing | could heal them 
and take away his pain. 


“Are you Okay? What happened to you? Did someone 
hurt you?” 

He seemed confused by my question. | realized that | 
had been touching him for too long, so | dropped my hand. 
Noah walked into the bathroom, turned on the light, leaned 
over the counter, and looked into the mirror while pressing 
on the bruises. 


“Huh. Well, my parents are bound to have a shit fit about 
this tomorrow.” 


He turned back around and faced me. 


“They’re hickies. | didn’t have them when | went to bed 
tonight, so my parents are going to realize | snuck out.” 


He shrugged his shoulders in a silent acknowledgement 
that he didn’t really care what his parents thought. 


“Well, maybe that’ll teach them a lesson about trying to 
ground me.” 


Then he took his shirt off and pushed his pants and 
briefs to the ground. 


“I’m going to take a shower. | hate the smell of cigarette 
smoke.” 


| was listening to Noah, trying to process what he was 
saying and to wrap my brain around this guy who was so 
different from anyone l'd ever known. But then | was 
distracted by his dick. No, not in a sexual way. My feelings 
for him, while undeniably intense, weren’t sexual at that 
time. The reason | was staring at his dick was because it 
was... colorful. 


He noticed the direction of my gaze and looked down at 
himself. Then he chuckled. 


“There was a rainbow room at the party | went to.” 
“A what?” 
“A rainbow room.” 


| had absolutely no idea what he was talking about. He 
leaned against the bathroom counter, crossed his arms, and 
looked at me appraisingly. | thought maybe he was trying to 
decide if he could trust me and whether | was worth his 
time. Ultimately, the answer must have been yes, because 
he kept talking. 


“Its a room where guys go to get blow jobs. There’s a 
bowl of lipsticks by the door and you put some on before 
you suck. Everyone takes turns so that by the time you get 
off, your dick is covered with lots of different shades.” 


Shocked would be an understatement to describe what | 
was feeling. At seventeen, I’d never had a girlfriend, never 
been kissed, and most certainly never received a blow job. 
To have him tell me that this was a party game so 
nonchalantly made me speechless. 


Then he took it a step further when he spun around, 
lifted his chin as he peered into the mirror, wiped his lips 
with the back of his hand, and looked at it as he moved it 
back and forth under the light. 

“Guess mine’s all gone. | was wearing purple.” 

“What?!” 

He didn’t stop the careful examination of his hand. 

“Purple. | chose a purple shade because | know it lasts, 
but it must have rubbed off. Hopefully it was after | was 
done sucking.” 

Another shrug of his shoulders, then he turned away 
from the mirror and walked to the shower. He adjusted the 


water temperature and stepped in. | was rooted to my spot 
on the floor in front of the bathroom. 

Did Ben’s brother just tell me that he went to sex 
parties, got blow jobs from multiple people, and gave them? 
| shook my head, thinking that | had to be hallucinating. 


Chapter 3 


Noah—Present 


“Noah? Can you hear me?” 

| groaned and opened my eyes. 

“Of course | can hear you, Dr. Garcia. You’re standing 
less than a foot away from my face.” 

He chuckled and smiled sheepishly. 

“Sorry about that, Noah. | was worried that we lost you 
again.” 

| nodded in understanding. 

“Where’s Clark? Did you tell him he can come here? | 
know he must be worried sick.” 

The penlight came back and Dr. Garcia was shining it in 
my eyes, turning my head from side to side, and looking 
pretty pleased with himself. 

“Yes. The nurse spoke with him. He’s on his way here. As 
long as we’re waiting and you’re awake, I'd like to ask you a 
few questions.” 

| felt so relieved Clark was coming that | was willing to 
agree to anything. 

“Yeah, sure, Doc. Whatever, shoot.” 

“What’s your full name?” 

| laughed. 

“Wow. Starting with the hard stuff right out of the chute, 
huh? My name is Noah Asher Forman.” 


He looked down at the clipboard in his lap and made a 
note. 

“Wonderful. When’s your birthday, Noah?” 

“October 29. Can you guess the theme for most of my 
birthday parties as a kid? l'Il give you a clue—there was lots 
of black and orange.” 

Dr. Garcia laughed, made another note on his clipboard, 
and looked back at me. 

“Do you know today’s date, Noah?” 

“See, now that’s a trick question because Ben said I’ve 
been here for a few weeks. That isn’t exactly a clear period 
of time.” 

He nodded. 

“Fair enough. How about just telling me the last date you 
remember, and l'Il do the necessary math, seeing as how | 
know how long you’ve been in this hospital?” 

“December 26.” 

The doctor’s eyes snapped to mine and his brow 
furrowed. 

“And... and the year?” 

Dr. Garcia’s eyes stayed focused on mine and his 
expression was completely smooth. But the hitch in his 
voice betrayed his calm exterior. 

“There are no wrong answers here, Noah. The complete 
date, including the year?” 

| was getting tired. | leaned back on the pillows and 
closed my eyes. 

“December 26, 2007.” 

No response. The long silence was eerie. | opened my 
eyes to Dr. Garcia’s worried gaze. He shook his head, 
blinked, and started writing on his clipboard. 

“What’s the last thing you...—” 

“Noah?” 


Oh thank Christ! The sound of that warm, caring, velvet 
voice rolled through me and settled my bones. That familiar, 
comforting voice was all | needed to relax me. It was all I’d 
ever needed. 


“I’m right here, Clark. I’m fine. I’m sorry Ben kept you 
away, angel, but it’s all right now. He’s gone and they know 
you belong here.” 

| looked over at the figure coming through the door, my 
heart rate quickening in anticipation of his touch, his smell, 
his taste. Six years living together and he still did that to 
me, always would. My Clark, my angel, mine. 


As soon as he got close to me, | realized something was 
off. He didn’t look the same. | mean, he looked worried and 
anxious, which was unusual, but there was more to it. His 
strawberry-blond hair was lighter and longer than last time 
I'd seen him, and | knew it didn’t grow fast enough to get 
that way in just a few weeks. His bright blue eyes were the 
same, but there were a couple of crow’s-feet on the sides, 
which was new. His skin was darker than usual too. He was 
still pretty fair—my guy doesn’t really tan—but he definitely 
had more color than | ever remembered seeing on him in 
the winter. And he had some extra freckles across the 
bridge of his nose. My chest tightened with that realization. | 
loved his freckles. So damn cute. 

Wait, why did he look so different and, if | had to choose 
a word... older? Like Ben had looked older. And | don’t mean 
a few weeks older. Just how long had | been in that hospital? 


Clark must have noticed my distress, because he 
quickened his pace and came right up to the bed, one hand 
reaching for my cheek, the other for my chest. 


“Noah? Are you okay? Breathe, sweetheart.” 
Dr. Garcia stood up, looking a little disconcerted. 


Damn, | needed to calm down or they’d kick Clark out of 
the room. 


| leaned into Clark’s touch against my face, covered his 
hand with mine, breathed in his comforting, familiar scent, 
and let the air flow in and out of my lungs, as feelings of 
safety washed over me. 


“I’m okay now that you’re here, angel. I’m just tired 
and... and confused. You look different, older, so does Ben.” 

| closed my eyes, took in a few more breaths, and then 
looked at my lover. 


“How long have | been here, Clark? | don’t understand 
what’s going on.” 


Clark— Past 


“So how long have you known my brother? | don’t think 
I’ve heard him mention your name. Not that | usually listen 
to whatever that uptight asshole says, but most of his 
friends have been hanging around here for years, at least 
until recently, and | know I’d remember you.” 

Okay, so not a hallucination. Noah was real and talking 
to me from behind the shower curtain. 


“I, uh, | just met Ben a couple of months ago when | 
transferred here. | was living in Seattle until then. Do you, 
um, do you go to our school?” 

Honestly, I'd have thought he was out of high school but 
for the fact he’d mentioned being grounded. | assumed 
parents didn’t do that to kids after they graduated, even if 
they still lived at home. Not that | had much of a reference. 
My mother had never punished me, mostly because we 
didn’t have a traditional parent-child relationship, but also 
because | hadn’t ever done anything to warrant a 
punishment. | respected my mother and figured that if she 
actually took the time to tell me to do something, it was 


probably the right thing to do. Besides, my mother was 
much more the “what do you think you should do” type 
rather than the “my way or the highway” type. 

The water turned off. Noah pushed the shower curtain 
aside and took the towel off the rack. He dried off his body, 
then stepped out of the shower while he rubbed the towel 
through his wet hair. 


“Nice to know my brother loves me enough to talk about 
me to his friends.” 


“What? No, he didn’t say anything about you.” 

Noah laughed and hung the towel back up. Then he 
walked over to the sink, picked up his toothbrush, and 
squeezed the paste on. 

“I was being sarcastic, guy. If he’d said word one about 
me, you’d have known my name. Word two and you’d know 
l'm too young to be in high school.” 


Even though he was shorter than me, I’d assumed Noah 
was older than me. His room, his taste in music, his look, his 
attitude, his social scene, all of those things made me think 
he was older. 


“How old are you?” 


He spit his toothpaste into the sink, lowered his head 
under the faucet to get water into his mouth, swished it 
around and spit it out. Then he wiped his mouth with the 
back of his hand. 


“Thirteen.” 


My jaw dropped open. He walked past me and into the 
bedroom, climbed onto his bed, completely naked, and 
covered himself with his blanket. 

“Hey, sorry | freaked you out, guy. You’re not going to tell 
my brother about me sneaking out, are you? Because he'll 
rat me out to our parents and then l'Il have to listen to 
another safe-sex talk from my mother. | really don’t want to 
deal with that shit again.” 


| didn’t know how to respond. To say | was horrified 
wouldn’t cover it, but it seemed as if Noah’s parents had 
some idea of what he was up to and that wasn’t stopping 
him. So telling them probably wasn’t going to do anyone 
any good. Plus, | didn’t want to betray his trust. | felt loyal to 
Noah, even then. 


“I, uh, no. | won’t tell.” 


“Cool. Good night, Clark. I’m glad we met. Something 
tells me we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other.” 


And with that he turned to his side, punched his pillow a 
couple of times, and fell asleep. | still hadn’t moved from my 
position by the bathroom door. Eventually, | made my way 
to the bed, laid down, and tried to fall asleep. All the while, | 
had only one thing on my mind: how was | going to help 
Noah? Because what | knew for sure was that he needed 
help and it was my job to give it to him. 

| don’t know when | finally managed to fall asleep, but | 
think it was close to sunrise, based on the change in the 
light coming in from the window. When | woke up, Noah was 
gone. | sat up in bed, rubbed the backs of my hands over 
my eyes, and sighed. 

Up all night and no idea of how | could help Noah. | 
didn’t even know what | was helping with, just that 
something was up with him and that he... needed me. 

| climbed out of bed, brushed my teeth, splashed some 
water on my face, and got dressed. Then | packed my Dopp 
kit and dirty clothes into my backpack, and made my way 
out to find Ben. | had to get home to make sure my mom 
was Okay, but first | wanted to thank him and his parents for 
having me over. 


As soon as | walked out of Noah’s room, | could hear the 
yelling. | was too far away to make out the words at first, 
but as | got closer to the kitchen, | realized that Noah was 
fighting with his parents. 


“By sucking on someone's neck, that’s how. Don’t tell 
me you don’t know how you get a hickey.” 

Noah’s tone was angry and sarcastic. 

“That’s not what I’m asking you, Noah Asher Forman. I’m 
asking how you got the, ehm, marks on your neck, 
considering the fact that you were grounded last night.” 


His mother’s voice was shaking, but it seemed as if she 
was trying to keep it together. 

“And I've already answered that question, Mother, | got 
the marks while | was getting laid. If it’s been so long for 
you that you can’t remember how the process works, then | 
feel sorry for Dad.” 


| had almost gotten to the kitchen, where they were 
sitting, when | heard that last bit. | hated hearing how angry 
Noah was. That rage had no place in him. 

“That is not an acceptable way to talk to your mother, 
Noah.” 


That was Noah’s father joining the conversation. 
Sounded to me like he had gone to the same “try to keep 
things calm” school of parenting as Mrs. Forman. 


“Not acceptable to who?” 


| had just gotten to the kitchen entryway when Noah 
gave his last sarcastic response. Ben, Jim, and Pete were 
sitting at the kitchen table, making a career out of eating 
scrambled eggs. Mr. Forman was also sitting at the table, 
holding a cup of coffee in one hand and the newspaper in 
the other while looking undeniably tense. Mrs. Forman was 
standing by the stove with a flowery apron around her waist, 
a spatula in her hand, and her face flushed. And Noah was 
standing in front of the refrigerator, his arms crossed over 
his chest, a soda in his hand, and a scowl on his face. 


“Not acceptable to me.” 


The words left my mouth without first checking with my 
brain. That fight was none of my business, so | really 


Shouldn’t have said a word. But | had to step in. Someone 
had to stop Noah from self-destructing. His family wasn’t 
getting the job done with all their coddling because it wasn’t 
what he needed. Besides, he was mine and he needed me 
to handle things. Instinctively, | knew that, even though | 
had no idea why. 

Every head in the room snapped in my direction. Jim and 
Pete looked terrified, Ben’s mouth dropped open in shock, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Forman just seemed confused. But my 
eyes didn’t focus on them. | looked at Noah. He met my 
gaze and his body language changed completely. He 
dropped his arms to his sides, relaxed his shoulders, wiped 
the anger from his face, and walked over to me. 

“Sorry.” 

He was standing right next to me, his voice low enough 
that | wasn’t sure whether anyone else could hear him. | 
answered at the same volume. 

“I’m not the one you were yelling at, Noah. You don’t 
owe me the apology.” 

He looked up into my eyes. 

“No, | don’t owe them an apology. You? Well, l'Il give you 
anything you want. Always.” 

With that cryptic statement, he walked past me, out of 
the kitchen, and down the hall to his room. 


We had a few more post-game-sleepovers before baseball 
season ended. It'd become assumed that I’d bunk with 
Noah, both because no one else wanted to sleep in his room 
and because Noah wouldn’t let anyone else in there. It was 
fine with me. We had fun together. We’d stay up late playing 
cards and talking about all sorts of things—books, movies, 
school. 


| really enjoyed spending time with that Noah, the one 
who came out when we were alone. He was nothing like the 
angry, petulant kid who terrorized his family. One night 
when we were up late chatting, Noah told me about 
kickboxing and how much he enjoyed it. 

The gym where he studied was downtown, which was a 
good hour’s drive from E.C. North, the suburb where we 
lived. His parents were against him taking kickboxing, so 
even though they’d driven Ben and Noah all over town for 
soccer and baseball over the years, they’d refused to take 
him to the kickboxing gym. | guess maybe they thought 
they’d shake him from it and then he’d go back to regular 
team sports. Their strategy didn’t work. 

Noah just took the city bus, which is a bigger deal than 
you might realize. Emile City wasn’t a public transportation 
town back then, and kickboxing class started at six o’clock 
and lasted two hours. That meant Noah stood at the bus 
stop downtown at night by himself. Sounds strange, right? A 
punk kid with an attitude who somehow had the discipline 
required for kickboxing and the dedication required for 
getting himself there and home every day. Well, that was 
Noah. An enigma, wrapped in a mystery, and coated in a 
personality-dichotomy. | felt like it’d take a lifetime to peel 
back all of his complicated layers, but there was nothing I'd 
rather have spent my time doing. 

Anyway, when I’d found out about Noah’s kickboxing 
travel schedule, I’d insisted on driving him home. | couldn’t 
take him to his class when he first told me about it, because 
| had baseball practice during that time. But after practice, 
I'd go home, make sure my mom was okay, and then drive 
downtown to pick Noah up. When baseball season ended, | 
added driving him to his class to my routine. | spent the 
couple of hours while he was training doing my homework in 
my car, and then | drove him home. 


Noah hadn’t complained about taking the bus, and he 
had no fear that something bad could happen to him, being 
out at night alone. But | was scared enough for the both of 
us, so when I'd insisted on driving him, he’d agreed and told 
me that he wouldn’t turn down a chance to spend time 
alone with me every day, talking. Funny how happy those 
words made me. 


Chapter 4 


Noah—Present 


As soon as | asked how long I'd been in that hospital, Clark 
looked over to the doctor in concern. They were both silent 
for a few heartbeats, and then Dr. Garcia cleared his throat. 

“You've been here 28 days, Noah. But....” 

He hesitated, looked at Clark, and then seemed to 
compose himself enough to continue. 

“It’s not December 26, 2007, son.” 

Clark gasped and his face paled. His head snapped to 
look at Dr. Garcia. 

“He, ehm, he thinks it’s December 26, 2007?” 

Dr. Garcia nodded. Clark turned back to me, tears filling 
his eyes. 

“Oh Noah.” 

He was trembling and his shoulders were shaking. He 
leaned down to me, gingerly wrapped his arms around me, 
and kissed my neck. 

“I love you, Noah, always. I’m so sorry, sweetheart.” 

My eyesight was getting fuzzy again and my head hurt. 

“I love you too, angel. Shhh. I’m fine. Please don’t cry 
and don’t be sorry. Just tell me the date, Clark. | can handle 
it.” 

His hand was still clutching mine, so | squeezed it, 
pressed my nose into the top of his head, and breathed in. | 
really could handle it. So long as | had Clark, | could handle 


anything. Losing some time didn’t matter. He was safe. We 
were together. The rest was just unimportant detail. 

Clark lifted his head and looked into my eyes. Then he 
turned to Dr. Garcia, who gave him a short nod. Clark 
breathed in deeply, cleared his throat, and met my gaze. 

“It’s December 14, 2010.” 

“I’ve been in this hospital for three years?” 

Dr. Garcia responded immediately. 

“No, son. Please calm down. You were in a car accident 
four weeks ago. That’s how long you've been in the hospital. 
| don’t know why you can’t remember the past three years, 
but we’re going to figure out the reason for your memory 
loss. Just relax, Noah.” 

| closed my eyes. Okay, so I’d spent four weeks 
unconscious in a hospital and | couldn’t remember almost 
three years of my life. Well, that explained why Ben and 
Clark looked older. My last memory of them was three years 
ago, so from my perspective, they were older. | was older. 

“Sweetheart? It’s going to be okay, Noah.” 

| nodded and opened my eyes. 

“I know, angel. I’m fine, just tired and a little surprised. 
But you're here, so | know it’s all going to be okay. Just want 
to rest a little now.” 

Clark placed his hand on my arm and kissed my cheek. 

“Okay, sweetheart. | won’t go anywhere. l'Il be here 
when you wake up.” 

| chuckled, the idea of anything else so ridiculous I’m not 
sure why he even bothered saying it. 

“Of course you will, angel. Apparently I’ve forgotten a lot 
of things, but | know you'll never leave me.” 

A pained look crossed Clark’s face. | wanted to ask about 
it and wipe it away, but | was so tired. Just a little nap, that’s 


what | needed right then. A nap with my lover’s warmth by 
my side and his spicy, earthy, vanilla scent filling me. 


Clark— Past 


“I don’t know what the deal is with him. | honestly don’t. 
He wasn’t like this when he was younger. He was happy and 
normal.” 

Ben and | were sitting on the steps outside our school, 
eating our lunches. Ben and his parents noticed that Noah 
and | got along, which was the reason why Ben felt 
comfortable confiding in me about his brother. | think he 
knew | wouldn’t bad-talk Noah. 

“When did things change, Ben? When did he become 
SO... SO angry?” 

Ben took a swig of his soda and a bite of his apple. He 
had a thoughtful expression on his handsome face. 

“| don’t know. A year or two ago, | guess. | didn’t really 
notice it until he refused to keep playing soccer and 
baseball.” 

Noah definitely had an athletic build and Ben and his 
dad were both totally into sports, so it made sense that 
Noah used to play too. 

“Why did he stop playing? I’m guessing he was probably 
pretty good if he’s anything like his big brother.” 

| nudged Ben with my elbow and smiled. He gave me a 
light shoulder bump and a grateful look. | knew he was 
worried about his brother and probably appreciated being 
able to talk about him. 

“He was way better than me, Clark. I’m not being 
modest, it’s the truth.” 


“Dude, when have | ever accused you of modesty?” 


“Ha-ha, asshole.” 

“So what happened?” 

“I| don’t know. When he was twelve, he just refused to 
keep playing. Told my dad he didn’t want to play traditional 
sports. He’s been into kickboxing ever since.” 


That much | knew. But I’d never realized that the 
kickboxing had replaced other sports. | made a mental note 
to ask Noah about that. 


“I thought things were getting better with him, Ben.” 


And by “thought,” | meant | “knew.” Because Noah had 
told me. | still wasn’t sure how to help him or what the root 
cause was of his rage, but I’d tried to listen, to be there for 
him, and he’d said things were better at home. 

“Yeah, they’ve been better for months now. But the last 
couple of days at my house have been a complete fucking 
nightmare. I’ve been locking myself in my room and blaring 
the stereo just so | don’t have to hear them fighting.” 


The kickboxing gym had been closed for a couple of 
weeks so the owner could take a vacation. It’d worked out 
well for me, because it was the last week of school and not 
having to drive Noah back and forth downtown meant I’d 
had more time to study for finals. Plus, my mother was 
getting worse, so I’d wanted to be home with her. Of course 
that meant | didn’t have a clue as to what had set Noah off 
on this latest rampage because | hadn’t seen him in two 
weeks, which had been much harder than | would have 
imagined. 

“Well, maybe things will calm down.” 

Ben shrugged. 


“I hope so. It’s the last day of school, which means | 
have to spend the next two months at home with him and 
my mother. At least my dad can escape to the office. Where 
am | supposed to hide?” 


| rolled my eyes and laughed. 


“Find a job or something, you lazy piece of shit. That’ll 
get you out of the house.” 

He scrunched his nose in distaste. 

“Why would | do that? That’s work. Maybe l'Il just find a 
girlfriend instead. Sue Belden seems to be interested in me, 
and on a scale of one to ten, she’s at least a seven. If | ask 
her out, then | can spend my summer having sex. That’s 
preferable to working.” 

“Your ambition is truly inspiring, Ben.” 

“Bite me, dick-breath.” 

“Dream on, asshole.” 


| stood up, brushed the dirt off my shorts, crumpled my 
lunch bag, and threw it into the trashcan. 


“That right there was nothing but net, jackass. Don’t you 
wish you were me?” 

Ben crumpled his bag, took his shot, and missed. | 
laughed at him. 


“Oh, now that’s just pathetic. Really sad. Maybe you 
Should spend your summer with a basketball instead of 
focusing on your own balls. It looks like you need the 
practice.” 

Ben pushed me toward the school. 

“Fuck off. That was a lunch bag, not a basketball. 
Besides, that’s not my best sport and you know it.” 

“No? What, they’ve made masturbation a sport now? Is 
it Olympic level or just college?” 


He gave me a fake laugh and pretended to wipe tears 
from his eyes. Then he put his arm around my shoulder and 
leaned on me as we walked back into school to finish our 
last three classes before summer break. 


“You're too funny, Lehman. You know that? Have you 
considered a life of stand-up comedy?” 


It was summer vacation and | was glad to have a break 
from classwork and sports. I’d considered getting a summer 
job, but it looked like my mom only had a few months left 
and | wanted to spend whatever time | could with her. 
Sometimes we watched movies, sometimes | read books 
and magazines to her, but most of the time we just talked, 
trying to squeeze in all the memories we could in the little 
time we had left together. | knew I'd miss her like crazy 
when she passed, but | tried to focus on how lucky | was to 
have such a wonderful mother. 

My mom went to sleep really early every night and we 
had hospice set up, so | was able to leave to hang out with 
friends without worrying that she wouldn’t get what she 
needed. On the Saturday after classes ended, Ben and | had 
plans to go to a party at a friend’s house. | got to his place 
at eight o’clock to pick him up. As soon as he answered the 
door, | knew something was wrong. 

“Oh shit, Clark. I’m sorry that | forgot to call you. Turns 
out | can’t go out tonight. Things are a fucking mess around 
here.” 

“Benjamin Isaac Forman, watch your language!” 

That was his mother’s voice coming from around the 
corner. Ben rolled his eyes and whispered to me. 

“Seriously? You know some of the crap my brother pulls 
and I'm getting a lecture for saying shit and fuck. 
Whatever.” 

He raked his fingers through his already messy hair. His 
clothes looked crumpled and slept-in and he had dark circles 
under his bloodshot eyes. l’d never seen Ben look so 
disheveled. | didn’t even realize that was possible for Mister 
Always-just-so. 

“What’s going on, Ben? You look like hell.” 

He waved me in and closed the door behind us. 


“Charming as always, Lehman. How do you do it? Is that 
type of flattery the reason why you can’t seem to get laid?” 

Well, at least he was making jokes. That was a good 
sign. 

“I’m not trying to get into your pants, Ben. Is that type of 
cluelessness the reason why you can’t seem to stop getting 
Slapped?” 

Ben grabbed his dick through his pants and squeezed it. 

“Suck mine.” 

| patted his back. 

“You're really reaching into your fantasy material now, 
friend, best you get over it quickly, because my mouth on 
your dick is never going to happen.” 

He must have been truly tired because he let my wise- 
ass remark go without a retort. 

“You want a soda or something?” 

| followed him into the kitchen, where his father was 
slumped in a chair, talking on the phone and twisting the 
cord between his fingers anxiously. 

“Thirty-six hours. Because | don’t want him to have a 
record with the police, that’s why. | don’t think anybody took 
him. He’s just mad at us, so he’s trying to punish us by 
scaring the shit out of us.” 

Mr. Forman quickly looked at Ben and me standing by 
the fridge and mouthed a silent “don’t tell your mother | 
said shit.” Then he went back to his conversation. 

“Yeah, thanks, Harvey. If you hear anything, give us a 
call. | know. If he doesn’t come home soon, that’s what we'll 
do.” 

He hung up the phone, looking defeated. 

“Nothing?” 

Ben said it less like a question and more like a resigned 
comment. His dad raised himself from the chair, walked by 
us, patted Ben’s shoulder, shook his head “no,” and left the 


room. | tried not to panic and waited quietly for Ben to fill 
me in, wondering if he could hear my racing heart or if it 
was only loud in my own body. 

“We don’t know where Noah is.” 

“I heard your dad say thirty-six hours on the phone. 
That’s how long he’s been gone?” 

Ben nodded. 

“Yeah.” 

| chewed on my nail and willed my heart to slow down. 

“Has he ever been gone this long before?” 

Ben sat down, folded his arms on the table, and dropped 
his head down onto them. 

“Nah. He usually just sneaks out at night. He’s never 
been gone even a whole day. I’m freaking out, man. My 
parents don’t want to call the cops because they don’t want 
everyone to know about our family issues. But between all 
the fighting the last few days and now the disappearing act, 
I’m really worried about him.” 

| was worried too. And not just because it wasn’t right for 
a thirteen-year-old kid to be gone that long. | cared about 
Noah. He mattered to me. My stomach hurt with a feeling | 
recognized as fear. My chest ached too, with a feeling | 
couldn't identify. | stood up and nudged Ben. 

“Get changed. We're going to find your brother.” 

He looked up at me. 

“How?” 

“By going door-to-door to his friends’ houses. One of 
them is bound to spill just to get us out of there.” 

Ben immediately got to his feet, looking hopeful for the 
first time since I’d gotten there. 

“Yeah. That’s a good idea. | know some of the people he 
hangs out with from our school. | always thought it was 
weird that he’s friends with people who are so much older 


than him, but at least they’re not high school dropouts like 
his other friends.” 

Ben was right. Noah’s circle of friends was odd to say 
the least. Ben and | hung out with other jocks. We partied— 
meaning drinking beer with our buddies and guys making 
out with their girlfriends. Noah hung out with people who 
didn’t fit a traditional social group and, if the rumors had 
any semblance of truth in them, those people partied by 
doing drugs and having indiscriminate sex. 

Some of Noah’s friends were in high school, some had 
finished high school, some had dropped out, and all of them 
were wild in some way—weird hair, tattoos, piercings, 
criminal records, STDs, abortions, fights, drug use. | found it 
strange that those people let a middle-school kid hang out 
with them, but Noah was charismatic, unique, and nothing 
like other kids his age. Heck, | enjoyed hanging out with him 
too. In fact, there was nobody else I’d rather be with. 

| couldn’t lose Noah. He had to be all right. Had to be. | 
just needed to find him. 


Chapter 5 


Noah—Present 


| heard their quiet whispers as | started waking. 


“Because | was in the room when Noah told Dr. Garcia 
about it, and he was very clear that his brother and the rest 
of his family aren’t welcome here.” 


“Are you sure, Nurse? He might appreciate knowing that 
Ben and his parents keep calling and coming by.” 

“I’m just telling you what happened, sir. His brother was 
here, they had a fight, and Noah passed out again for hours. 
It was panic city around here. Then he woke up and kicked 
his brother out of the room.” 


| started feeling guilty about listening in on the 
conversation without their knowledge, so | opened my eyes 
and joined in. 

“I'd say that you shouldn’t talk about a man behind his 
back, but I’m right here in the room, so I’m not sure this 
counts.” 


Clark rushed over to me, brushed my hair out of my 
face, and stroked my cheek. His brow was furrowed in 
concern as he looked me over carefully. 

“Did we wake you, Noah? I’m sorry. | know you need 
your sleep.” 


| shook my head and reveled in his touch. It wasn’t just 
because | was in the hospital. Clark had always been super 
loving and affectionate with me. Well, since he finally 
agreed to date me, anyway. Dated, that’s a laugh—we 


hadn’t ever dated. We’d gone from friendship to a lifetime 
commitment in one glorious moment. The memory of that 
day made my dick stir, which hurt. 

“No. I've been sleeping so much that it’s nice to be 
conscious now and then. Listen, Clark, | don’t have the 
energy to deal with my brother and my parents right now. 
Can we please just skip the whole ‘they’re your family, they 
love you’ talk? At least for a little while?” 


| must have looked really bad, because Clark actually 
agreed with me and stopped trying to talk me into mending 
fences with my shithead brother and the rest of my family. 
Well, | suppose that’s the silver lining to being stuck in a 
hospital bed. 

Now, for the bad part—there was a wet feeling against 
my thigh. 

“Umm. Something doesn’t feel right, doesn’t feel good.” 

| shifted as best as | could. 

“Where, Noah? Where does it hurt?” 

The nurse came over and nudged Clark out of the way. 
She started looking at my head and my eyes, before | could 
get her attention. 

“No, not up here. My leg is... wet or something.” 

She lifted the sheet, then quickly put it down. 

“It looks like you have a leak in your catheter bag, sir. 
We'll need to change the bag.” Then she turned to Clark. 
“You can wait outside, Mr. Lehman.” 

My heart rate immediately quickened, and not in a good 
way. It felt like an elephant had just sat down on my chest. 

“Don’t leave me, angel.” 

Clark took my hand in his, gave me a reassuring 
squeeze, and turned to the nurse. 

“PIL stay right here. | need you to explain why you're 
changing the bag. He’s awake now. It seems to me that you 


can remove the catheter all together.” 


The nurse looked a bit startled by the firm tone in Clark’s 
voice, but she recovered quickly and answered him. 


“Well, you'll have to ask the doctor, but | imagine the 
catheter is still necessary because Mr. Forman can’t walk 
yet, so he can’t make it to the toilet, and he still has limited 
arm mobility, so negotiating the bedpan is probably too 
challenging at this point.” 

Clark furrowed his brow, looked down at me 
appraisingly, then back to the nurse. 


“ld like to talk to the doctor. | can help him use the 
bedpan until he’s able to get to the toilet, and then l'Il help 
with that. There’s no reason for him to have a catheter any 
longer. And | want the IV out too. l'Il make sure he gets 
enough fluids and takes whatever medications he needs.” 


| know some people might be embarrassed or 
uncomfortable with the idea of their partner doing those 
things, but | was just grateful. It felt so good to have him 
take care of me. And we’d always done that for each other— 
colds, flus, hangovers. We took turns rubbing backs, making 
soup, cleaning vomit. Hospitals and catheters were new to 
me, but not to Clark, who’d helped his mother with much 
worse. Besides, it wouldn’t be the first time Clark had held 
my dick to help me take a leak, just the first time he had to 
do it because of broken legs instead of too much booze. 


Oh no, thinking of Clark’s hand on my dick for any 
reason whatsoever was an inevitable turn-on. Hard dicks 
and catheters don’t mix. | fidgeted, tried to will down my 
erection, and wondered when | could get out of that hospital 
and into bed with Clark. Ugh, bed and Clark in the same 
thought. Damn erection was never going down. 


Clark— Past 


“Dude, you drive like my ass chews gum.” 


| was driving and Ben was navigating, using the school 
directory to find addresses for Noah’s friends who went to 
our high school. Every house where we’d gone up to that 
point was a dead end. Either (a) his friend was out for the 
night and the friend’s parents had no idea where or (b) the 
friend was home and told us to get lost. 

“Bite me, asswipe.” | growled, then punched Ben’s arm. 

“Is that an offer, baby-cakes?” He held his hand over his 
heart and batted his eyelashes in an exaggerated way. 

“You wish, baby-cakes. Whose place is this again?” | 
rolled my eyes at him. 

“Sally Jones.” 

| pulled up to the curb and put the car in park. 

“Yeah, | know her. She was in my history class. Seemed 
nice.” 

Ben dug some gum out of his pocket and offered me a 
piece. | shook my head. 

“Yeah, real nice.” 

There was an odd inflection in his voice. 

“What do you mean?” 

He looked at me to see whether | was kidding. 

“Dude, she’s fucked half the senior class. Total slut. On a 
scale of one to ten, she’s no higher than a four point five, so 
you might have a shot. Maybe if you pork her, she’ll tell you 
where my brother is. I’m going to take a nap while you get 
the job done. What do you need, like thirty, sixty seconds, 
max?” 

| punched his stomach. He hunched over in pain. 

“Umph!” 


“Quit thinking about my sexual prowess, man. How 
many times do | have to tell you that you’re not my type? 
And I'm going to do you a favor and pretend you didn’t just 
say ‘pork’.” 

“Whatever, Clark. Premature ejaculation isn’t considered 
prowess. And everybody loves ‘pork’. Haven’t you heard 
that it’s the new white meat?” He squeezed his dick and 
waggled his eyebrows. 

“Oh, you did not just say that. | might never be able to 
eat pork again.” 


Ben laughed. 


“You can eat my pork any time, Clarky. Now get the fuck 
out there and talk to slutty Sally.” 


| got out of the car, walked up the sidewalk, and was 
about to knock when the door opened. 


“Hey, Sally, I’m—” 

“You're looking for Noah. | know. I’ve been warned.” 

| raised my eyebrows in question. 

“Tim Berger called me after you went to his place. And 
Rachel MacCallister. And Jordy Stein. Should I keep going?” 

| rubbed the sidewalk with my toe. It was hopeless. 
Noah’s friends were closing ranks and we weren’t getting 
anywhere. 

“No need to keep listing them off. | know where I’ve 
been tonight. What | want to know is where Noah’s been. 
Or, more specifically, where he is.” 

| looked down and tried to meet her eyes. 

“I’m worried about him, Sally. He’s my friend.” 

She seemed to be considering my words and then she 
nodded. 

“I know. He’s told me that. | haven’t been partying for a 
while because of... well, you know....” 


| didn’t know, but it didn’t seem like interrupting her at 
that point was going to get me any closer to Noah. 

“Anyway, | haven’t seen him, but from what I’ve heard, 
he’s on a major bender. More than usual. |, umm, I’m 
worried too. l'Il tell you where they’re partying tonight, but 
you cannot say you heard it from me, got it?” 


| nodded furiously. Something that had been constricting 
my heart released with the knowledge that | was going to 
find Noah, make sure he was okay, wrap my arms around 
him and feel him breathing against me. Whoa. Where did 
that last thought come from? 

“Yeah, sure, whatever. | just want to find him, Sally. | 
won't tell anyone how | knew where to look.” 


She gave me the address for an apartment outside of 
town where one of their friends lived and | hustled back to 
the car. Ben had actually managed to fall asleep. All the 
anxiety over his brother must have totally drained him. As 
soon as | closed the door, his head snapped up and he 
looked at me expectantly. 


“I got an address. Apparently there’s a party at some 
guy named Pat’s place. He doesn’t go to our school.” 

Ben sat up straight. 

“Excellent work. So did you have to eat her out for that 
or was a Straight fuck enough?” 

Another hard punch in the stomach from me and a 
satisfying groan from Ben later and we were off to get my 
Noah. 


“Not a chance, douche bag.” 

Ben had spent the past five minutes trying to talk his 
way into the apartment where Sally had sent us, but the guy 
inside refused to open the door. The lack of sleep combined 


with Ben’s naturally aggressive personality and the stress 
he’d been under since Noah had disappeared were creating 
a potentially problematic situation. Ben had gone from 
knocking quietly and asking nicely to banging on the door 
and demanding entrance with words definitely not rated E 
for Everyone. 

“Im fucking going to break the motherfucking door 
down if you don’t fucking open it right fucking now 
motherfucker!” 


| had been standing back, letting Ben take the lead, but | 
came to the realization his approach wasn’t working. | 
moved forward and caught his hand in the air before he 
could continue the door pounding, and pulled him away 
from the apartment. 

“Okay, first of all, you need to learn some new 
adjectives. Secondly, you need to calm down, Ben, or 
someone will call the police, and then your parents will have 
two kids to worry about.” 


He yanked his hand out of my grip and glared at the 
door. 


“Those cocksuckers aren’t going to call the police, Clark. 
I'm sure they have drugs and who knows what else in 
there.” 


| tried to meet his eyes and keep my voice calm, hoping 
it would have the same effect on him. 

“I’m not talking about them, Ben. I’m talking about their 
neighbors. Surely there are some people living in this 
apartment complex who don’t have contraband in their 
places and they probably don’t appreciate the noise we’re 
making. Not to mention the fact that you’re not getting 
anywhere by yelling through the door.” 

He rubbed his face with the palms of his hands and | got 
a better look at the damage he’d done to his hands trying to 
get Noah’s friend to let us in. His knuckles were raw and 


bloody. Once the adrenaline wore off, he was going to be 
hurting. 

“Well, what do you suggest, Clark? I’m not leaving him 
here.” 

The thought of leaving Noah in that apartment hadn’t 
even crossed my mind. Just hearing Ben say it exacerbated 
the knot in my stomach that had relaxed when I’d gotten 
the address from Sally. | chewed my bottom lip and tried to 
figure out what to do. It wasn’t like | had any brilliant plans. 

“| don’t know, Ben. Just calm down a little, okay? l'Il try 
talking to Pat, or whatever his name is, while you get it 
together.” 

Ben didn’t reject the idea, so | quickly walked back to 
the apartment, took a deep breath, and knocked quietly. 

“What part of fuck off aren’t you getting, asshole? Have 
you been hit in the head too many times with a ball or 
something? I’m not letting you in, so get lost.” 

| got close to the door so | could keep my voice fairly low 
but still make sure it traveled inside. 

“Look, we’re not trying to cause a problem for you. 
We're just worried about Noah Forman. Please let us in so 
we can talk to him. Please.” 

There was a long silence and then | heard the guy’s 
voice come through the door. He was no longer yelling. 

“You're Clark, right?” 

| had no idea how the guy knew my name, but | really 
couldn’t be bothered to care. | just wanted to get to Noah. | 
needed to know that he was okay. | was honestly starting to 
feel sick, and if | didn’t get to him soon, | thought I'd 
probably throw up. 

“Yeah, that’s right.” 

“You can come in, but the other guy stays outside.” 


| looked over at Ben. His face was red with anger, his 
knuckles were bleeding, and he looked like he was on the 
verge of a full-on breakdown. | turned back to the door and 
spoke through it to the guy who'd said he’d let me in alone. 

“Okay, l'Il come in without Ben. Thanks. | appreciate it.” 

| walked over to my friend, put my hands on his 
shoulders, and gathered my nerve. 

“Ben, he’s going to let me in there, but you can’t come 
with me.” 


His entire body tensed. 


“Why the fuck not? He’s my fucking brother! And | don’t 
want you in that fucking apartment.” 


Seriously, when this whole thing was over, lI’d have to 
teach Ben a few new expletives. 

“I know, Ben. Look, he’s probably just trying to save face 
because he’s been fighting with you. What does it matter 
which one of us goes into the apartment? The important 
thing is that we get Noah out of there and take him home. 
Right?” 

Ben nodded reluctantly and grumbled something under 
his breath. That was the best reaction | could hope for 
considering the situation, so | took it and went back to the 
apartment. Another quiet knock and the door opened a 
crack. | smiled weakly at the eye peering at me from behind 
the door. 

“Just me. Thanks again for letting me in.” 


He stepped back and | squeezed in through the doorway. 
The guy who’d opened the door was huge, tattooed, 
pierced, and—based on the smell coming off of him—drunk 
as all get out. The apartment was small, dark, and putrid. 
There was something in the air that burned my eyes and 
lungs. My natural reaction to all of those things should have 
been to turn tail and get the hell out of that nasty, scary 


place. But that wasn’t what | wanted to do. No, the only 
thing | wanted in that moment was Noah. 


Chapter 6 


Noah—Present 


The nurse brought over the attending physician, and after a 
long conversation in which Clark insisted that they remove 
the various tubes connected to my body, my dick burned, 
but it was free of the damned catheter, and my arm was no 
longer attached to anything. Clark tucked me back into the 
bed after the hospital staff changed the sheets. He brushed 
my hair back and kissed my forehead. 

“You tell me when you need to go and l'Il bring the 
bedpan over, sweetheart. Did you hear the doctor say it’ll 
be uncomfortable for the next few times?” 

| nodded and cupped the back of his head with my left 
hand. 

“Didn’t think we’d be having this type of conversation 
until 50 years from now. Sorry about this, angel. It’s not a 
fun way to spend the holidays.” 

Clark kissed my forehead again, combed his fingers 
gently through my hair, and whispered in my ear. 

“Shhhh. I’m with you, Noah. There’s no better way to 
spend the holidays or any other day. And | don’t mind doing 
this. You know how much | love taking care of you. Speaking 
of taking care of you, it looks to me like you need a shave 
and a manicure.” 

| slowly raised my left hand to my face and grazed my 
fingers over my jaw. Wow. That was the longest my beard 
had ever gotten. And my nails did look unruly. 


“That sounds good, Clark. Thank you.” 


He went to the nurses’ station to ask for equipment and 
then came back into the room. 


“They're getting us an electric razor to shave off the 
bulk and l'Il do the rest with a regular razor. | have the nail 
clippers now, so I can start on your hands and feet.” 


And that’s what he did. He held my hands gently, one at 
a time. Massaged my palms and clipped each nail until they 
were all squared off. My dick was still sore from the catheter 
removal, but that didn’t stop me from getting hard. The man 
| loved was with me, touching me, and there’s just no way 
that my body wasn’t going to react to him. After all, l’'d been 
reacting to him pretty much from the time | figured out what 
my dick was for. 

“Thanks, angel. That felt really good.” 


He looked down at the tent in the sheet and his blue 
eyes darkened and smoldered. He leaned down to kiss me. 
The kiss was soft at first, gentle, but then it got more 
passionate, our tongues met and danced, and we both 
moaned. When we finally separated, | whimpered at the loss 
and Clark was panting. 

“Okay, sweetheart, the pedicure’s next.” 


He adjusted his hard-on, walked to the bottom of the 
bed, folded the sheet up so one of my feet was exposed, 
then rubbed the sole, ball, arch, and heel. 

“Mmm. Feels so good, Clark.” 

After the massage, he clipped the nails on that foot, then 
covered it, and moved to my other foot for a repeat 
performance. 

“You're so wonderful to me.” 


He leaned down for another kiss, but we got interrupted 
by the nurse bringing the shaving supplies. Clark took his 
time, shaving off the heaviest part of the hair on my face in 
waves, until just stubble remained. Then he wet a washcloth 


with hot water and laid it over my cheeks to soften the 
remaining hair. After that, he covered my face with shaving 
cream, and slowly shaved off the remaining hair. A final 
wipe-down with a clean washcloth and he was done. 

“There you go, Noah. All smooth. It’s nice to see your 
beautiful face again. Although | must say that the bearded 
look was sexy and gorgeous too.” 

He meant those words. | knew he did. But Clark was 
actually the beautiful one. My features were much harsher 
than his. | felt so lucky. How many people have a partner 
who loves them enough to take care of them like that and 
thinks they’re beautiful even when they’re laid up in a 
hospital bed? 

“Thank you, angel. Can I have another kiss?” 

Teary eyes met mine and my lover leaned down and 
kissed my lips. Gentle, soft, loving. Damn, he felt good. 

“All this activity wore me out, Clark. Okay if | take a little 
nap?” 

He moved his chair back over to its spot by the head of 
my bed. Guess the hospital staff moved it when they were 
changing the sheets. Then he sat next to me, took my 
hands in his, and kissed me tenderly. 

“Sleep, sweetheart. l'Il be right here by your side when 
you wake up. Forever.” 

Yes, he would. 


Clark— Past 


Once my eyes adjusted to the darkness, | looked around 
the filthy apartment and saw people making out on the 
couches in various states of dress—or undress, depending 
on your viewpoint. | recognized some of them from school, 


but others were unfamiliar. There were people lying on the 
floor, sleeping or passed out. A couple of guys were sitting 
in front of the TV with glazed looks on their faces. And two 
girls were sucking face in the corner. | hated the thought 
that Noah had been in that place for almost two days. 


| restrained my body’s need to retch and turned to the 
guy who let me in. 


“Where, um, where’s Noah?” 


He moved his chin toward a door at one end of the 
room. 

“Thanks.” 

| walked to that door, pushed past it, and then | saw him. 
He was sitting at a table, holding a lighter with one hand 
and heating a piece of aluminum foil he was holding with his 
other hand. Smoke or vapor was rising from the foil and he 
was holding what looked like a piece of plastic in his mouth 
in the midst of it. 

“Noah?” 

His red eyes rose up to me and | almost lost it and burst 
into tears. He looked tired, dirty, and agitated, but that 
wasn’t what killed me. What hurt was the sadness that 
poured off of him. | walked over to him, squatted down at 
the floor by his feet, and covered both of his hands with 
mine, effectively stopping the flame on the lighter. Then | 
lowered the foil to the table, pulled Noah off his chair and 
onto my lap, and rocked him in my arms. 


“What are you doing, Noah?” 


My voice was barely a whisper, but his head was tucked 
under my chin, so he heard me. 

“Chasing the white dragon.” 

Call me naive, but | hadn’t ever heard that phrase and | 
didn’t know what it meant. Not that the specifics mattered. | 
had the general idea—he ran away from home and had 
been holed up in that apartment, doing drugs. What | 


wanted to know was why—why had he been fighting with 
his parents that past week, why had he run away from 
home, and why was he doing drugs? 

| kicked myself for not having asked him what the deal 
was with his anger before it'd gotten to that point. I'd been 
spending hours with him every week for months. | thought 
he knew that | was there for him, that | cared, that he could 
talk to me. | rubbed circles on his back, held him tightly 
against my chest, and continued the rocking motion. 

“What happened, Noah? Talk to me.” 

He folded himself closer to my body. 


“I can’t take it anymore. | can’t. | thought | could stick it 
out, you know? So they wouldn’t hate me. Just until | turn 
eighteen and then | can tell them to fuck off. But that’s, like, 
four more years. | can’t keep this up for that long because 
keeping them from hating me just makes me hate myself. 
And how can I escape myself, huh? How can | do that?” 

| tried to concentrate on what he was telling me, tried to 
put it together with what | knew about Noah and his family. 
But | was having trouble following what he was saying. | was 
pretty sure the “they” he was referring to were his parents. 
And | gathered the drugs were his way of trying to escape 
himself. After that, | was totally lost. 


“Why would they hate you? Your parents love you, Noah. 
l'm sorry if you can’t see that, but you have to believe me. 
I’ve seen how they are with you.” 

He scoffed. 


“That’s because they don’t know me. It’s pretty fucking 
ironic, isn’t it? | can do anything on earth to push them 
away—drugs, sneaking out, cussing at them—and they'll 
just talk to me or ground me, all the while they'll say they 
love me. But if they knew the truth, I’d be out on my ass.” 

Nothing. | had nothing in the way of understanding what 
his “truth” was. But | knew he was right about the rest of it. 


Noah was the most ill-behaved kid | knew. He flat-out 
terrorized his family. | couldn’t even begin to imagine what 
my mother would do if | pulled half the shit that Noah got 
away with scot-free. 

“Well, I’m here because | care about you, Noah. The real 
you. Please tell me what happened. Ben said you’d been 
fighting with your parents all week and then you just left. 
What did they do?” 

He sighed and clutched my waist. 

“They didn’t do anything they haven’t done a million 
times before. I’m just sick of being such a chickenshit. My 
mom came home from the grocery store on Monday and she 
was all agitated. | guess she had run into a friend who works 
with Sally Jones’s mom. Anyway, she told my mom about 
how Sally got knocked up and doesn’t know who the father 
is and about how her parents are forcing all our friends to 
take paternity tests. So then my mom asked me if I’m the 
father.” 


Oh dear God. A father at thirteen. That was a nightmare. 
| knew Noah’s parents could help financially, but | didn’t 
think they’d be willing to help raise the baby. Plus they were 
always concerned about how their friends perceived them, 
and if word got out that their teenage son was going to be a 
father, they’d be furious. 

“Oh Noah. I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s ironic, right? My mom’s freaking out, thinking | 
knocked up some girl. Meanwhile, I’m like one of the few 
guys in our group who clearly isn’t a candidate. | told her 
that, you know? | said | wasn’t on the paternity test list. But 
she didn’t believe me. She said she knew I was having sex. 

“And what was | supposed to say? ‘Yeah, that’s true but 
unless they’ve made some serious advancements in male 
anatomy, nobody | fuck can get pregnant?’ That’s a surefire 
way to get my ass thrown out of the house, so | didn’t tell 


her. Better to have her think I’m going to be a dad than to 
have her know I’m queer. Fucking priceless, right?” 

He’s gay? The way he was talking, it was like he 
assumed | knew. Clearly, Ben had no idea and Noah had 
never told me, so | didn’t know why he thought | had a clue. 
Maybe it was because the first time I’d met him he’d said he 
was giving blow jobs in that rainbow room, but, honestly, I'd 
just thought it was some weird party thing he did with his 
friends. | didn’t realize he was gay. 


“Why do you think they’d kick you out if they knew? 
There’s nothing wrong with being gay. You realize that, 
right?” 

Based on what he was saying, | assumed he hated 
himself because of his sexual orientation and maybe that 
was the reason for his self-destructive behavior. | knew 
there were groups for gay teens, and | figured | could find 
one and get Noah some help. | didn’t want him to keep 
using drugs or worse. 

“Of course | know that. | love being gay. It’s my parents 
that have the problem. You know how they are.” 

Yeah, | did know. They were nice, educated, church- 
going people who put up with an endless barrage of crap 
from Noah. The words “long-suffering” came to mind when | 
thought of Mr. and Mrs. Forman. | decided we were at a 
place where honesty was the best policy. 

“Noah, | like your parents. Think about what they put up 
with from you.” 

My legs were falling asleep in my squatting position, but 
Noah was shivering and holding on to me for dear life, so | 
didn’t want to let him go. | unfolded my legs and sat on my 
ass. Then | pushed myself back against the wall and kept 
cradling Noah. 

“Oh sure, they seem all nice and caring, but you should 
hear what they say. A few years ago, | was at the mall with 


my dad and two guys were holding hands. He gave them 
dirty looks, pulled me away like they were going to hurt me 
or something, and started talking real loud about faggots 
and how they shouldn’t be allowed to act that way in front 
of decent people. And that wasn’t out of character for him. 
He says stuff like that all the time. 

“And my mom isn’t any better. Like one time we were 
watching the news and they were talking about the 
anniversary of the Stonewall riots, you know the gay civil 
rights thing in New York? Anyway, my mom flipped the 
channel and said they should have just killed them all.” 


| had no idea. I’d heard Ben make derogatory comments 
about gay people now and then, but I’d always thought it 
was just locker-room talk, nothing serious. But to be a gay 
kid growing up in a house where your family said those 
types of things had to hurt. 

“Oh Noah. | didn’t know.” 


| tightened my hold around him so | could give his body 
a reassuring squeeze. He sighed contentedly. 


“Yeah, well you don’t spend that much time with them. If 
you did, you'd hear their crap. Plus your mom is so cool you 
probably don’t realize how unaccepting other parents can 
be. | bet your mother joined PFLAG or something when you 
came out.” 


My mother was wonderful and accepting. I’d told Noah 
all about her during our car rides back and forth to 
kickboxing. Wait—Noah thought | was gay? Why would he 
think that? | mean, | hadn’t ever had a girlfriend, or any real 
interest in girls for that matter. But that’s just because | was 
busy with school and sports. It didn’t mean anything. Did it? 


Chapter 7 


Noah—Present 


“Oh good, you're awake.” 


Ummm. No, not really. Eyes still closed here. Not exactly 
the international sign for awake. 

“Well, | am now.” 

| opened my eyes to see a new face. Cute guy, younger 
than me. And by that, | mean younger than | used to be 
back when | actually had a decent memory. It would take a 
while to remember that over the past four weeks l'd 
somehow skipped from age twenty-four to age twenty- 
seven, with no memory of the years in between. 

“I, uh, | get off shift soon and | wanted to make sure you 
got your sponge bath.” 

He was leering at me and there was a distinct bulge in 
his scrub pants. If it wasn’t for that horrible antiseptic 
hospital smell, | would have sworn I’d just stumbled onto a 
porn shoot. 


Just then, the bathroom door opened and Clark stepped 
out, drying his hands on a paper towel. He looked at me and 
then at the.... What do you call the people who give sponge 
baths in hospitals? Was he a nurse? An aide? 

“Did you wake him up?” 

Clark was scowling. Since the second he’d stepped into 
that hospital, Clark had been like a pit bull, | swear. Making 
sure | got enough sleep. Bringing me food from outside the 
hospital because he insisted it was more nutritious. Reading 


every lab result and scan, and then spending hours on his 
laptop researching what they all meant. At least | assumed 
it was hours, | was still sleeping most of the day, so it’s not 
like | was conscious for it. Awake or asleep, though, | 
appreciated him, appreciated the way he always took care 
of me, looked out for me. | was grateful for Clark every day 
of my life. 
“No, angel. | was already awake.” 


| figured the aide deserved a break. He probably worked 
hard and there was no reason for him to suffer the wrath of 
my lover for committing the heinous crime of sleep 
interruptus. 

“Oh. Okay then.” 


Clark threw the paper towel into the trashcan, walked 
over to my bed, and took his usual seat by my side. He 
stroked his hand over my forehead and brushed my hair out 
of my face. The adoring look in his eyes when he gazed at 
me took my breath away and melted my heart. Aide guy 
cleared his throat. 

“It’s time for me to give Mr. Forman his bath, so you can 
wait outside.” 


No way was Clark going to let that happen. He was only 
one step less possessive of me than | was of him. Okay, 
maybe more than just one step. What can I say? He’s mine. 
Mine. And | don’t take kindly to anyone making a mistake 
about that. 

“You know what, why don’t you just leave the cart with 
the water and washcloths here? My partner can handle the 
bath. We won’t need any other help.” 

“Bath?” 


Clark looked surprised. Aide guy couldn’t leave well 
enough alone. He walked closer to the bed, put his hand on 
my arm, leered at me again, and licked his lips. 


“I don’t mind, Mr. Forman. It’s my job.” 


| bit the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. Was 
this guy coming on to me? | was in a hospital bed, for 
Christ’s sake. And my partner was sitting right next to me. 
That’s just tacky. Oh, and unprofessional. 


“Well, | mind. | don’t want anyone other than my lover 
near my personal bits, ’K?” 

Aide guy grumbled something under his breath, but he 
cleared out of the room. 

“What do you think, angel? You up for giving me a full- 
body rubdown?” 

| looked up at Clark and noticed his flushed his face, his 
heavy breathing, and his erection threatening to poke a hole 
in his jeans. | cupped his cock and gave it a squeeze. 


“That answers that question, doesn’t it? You’re really up 
for it. Maybe we can find a way to make this whole bath 
experience mutually satisfying.” 

Clark moaned. 

“Getting to touch you is more satisfying than anything 
else I’ve ever experienced, Noah. You sure you don’t mind?” 

“Umm, mind having the man | love rub his wet, soapy 
hands all over my body? It’ll be a sacrifice, but | think I'll 
power through.” 


| was trying to be funny, but Clark was vibrating with 
need. 


“I love you, Noah.” 


He leaned down and kissed me. It was a soft kiss, a 
press of his lips against mine. But the familiar electricity 
jolted through me and | swiped my tongue across the crease 
in his lips. He opened to me and | pressed my tongue into 
his mouth, sweeping it around, enjoying his flavor. He 
sucked me in and whimpered, one hand making its way to 
my hair, the other to the back of my neck. 


We twisted and turned, tongues wrestling, lips pressing. 
By the time we separated for oxygen, my sheet was tented 
and the front of Clark’s pants was forming a wet spot. 

“Damn, angel!” 

Clark leaned his forehead down against mine, panting. 
He stroked my cheek. 

“Damn is right. It’s like magic with you, Noah. Always 
has been. Every time, from the beginning.” 

| rubbed my cheek against his. 

“We're a sorry pair, aren’t we, angel?” 

He did it for me, really did it for me, always had, but 
being one breath away from blowing my load from nothing 
but a kiss was extreme. | don’t think I’d even been that 
worked up the first time we’d fooled around. Well, | had 
been in the hospital for weeks. And before my first time with 
Clark, I'd no clue how good the reality would be; how much 
better than any fantasy I’d ever had. 

“What do you mean, Noah?” 

| chuckled and palmed his hard cock. 

“Keep us apart for a few weeks, and we practically cum 
in our pants at the first touch of each other. Do you think it’s 
like this for other people too?” 


It was a rhetorical question. He wouldn’t know because 
he’d never been with another guy. | had, but not many and 
certainly not in anything resembling a relationship. 

“Do you wonder about what it’s like for other people, 
Noah? What it’d be like to be with other people?” 


ld had a few friends ask me that over the years— 
whether | thought I’d eventually feel like | missed out 
because Clark and | had gotten together when | was just 
eighteen years old. I’d never understood that question. 

“No, angel, | don’t. Why would | choose to be with 
anyone else when | have you? You’re the only guy I’ve ever 


wanted and that’s never going to change. | love you, Clark.” 

He kissed me deeply, then bit and gnawed on my 
bottom lip, my throat, and my earlobe. Fuck, that was hot. 
He looked into my eyes, searching for something. Then he 
rested his head against my shoulder and sighed. 


“No, sweetheart. | don’t think it’s always like this for 
people. You make my entire body come alive, Noah. | want 
you with everything that | am, all the time.” 

My heart ached with the power of my love for him. 


“Oh Clark. Me too. The way | feel about you is so... big, 
all-consuming. | need you, angel.” 


“I need you too, Noah. More than anything.” 


Clark tucked some towels under me, then looked 
through the supplies on the cart the nurse had brought in. 
While he was getting things organized for my sponge bath, | 
was sitting in the hospital bed trying not to cum in my gown 
from the mere anticipation of him touching me. 

He came over to the bed with a wet washcloth, and | 
noticed that his dick was still hard. | pulled his face down to 
mine for a few more kisses, slow and sweet. Suddenly, | felt 
wetness against my cheek. | hadn’t ever remembered 
seeing Clark cry before that time in the hospital. Not when 
his mother died, not when my brother deserted him, not 
when his friends harassed him, and not when my parents 
threatened him. 


But during the last few days, it seemed like a regular 
occurrence. I’d wake up from a nap to find him watching me 
with tears in his eyes. Or I'd say something innocuous, like 
just now, and he’d cry. It didn’t make sense to me, but | 
knew we had to get out of that hospital. It wasn’t good for 
either of us. 


Clark— Past 


| shook my head to clear the thoughts about why Noah 
thought | was gay. | would have plenty of time to think about 
myself once | got Noah calmed down and somewhere safe. 

“Look, this drugging, rebelling shit isn’t helping. | get 
that you think you’re punishing your parents or something, 
but you’re really just hurting yourself. You’re thirteen years 
old. | Know you’re smart, really smart, and way more mature 
than other people your age. So I’m going to ask you to step 
back and think about what you’ve been doing. Really think 
about it, Noah. When you do, you'll realize this has to stop. 
The drugs, the sneaking out, the... the, ehm, random sex. It 
has to stop, Noah, or you won’t make it to eighteen. Do you 
get that?” 

He sighed into my neck and nodded his head. 

“Yeah, | get it, Clark.” 

Thank goodness. 


“Tell me one thing, though. | understand the issues with 
the drugs, maybe even the sneaking out. But the sex? What 
if | always use condoms? The random sex prohibition, is that 
because you’re saying | should have someone steady? Like 
one guy? A boyfriend?” 

Was that what | was saying? Truly, | was focused on the 
fact that he was too young to be having sex at all. | mean, | 
was four years older than Noah and | hadn’t had sex, so that 
meant he was too young. But would saying that help? He’d 
been having sex for who knows how long and | gathered 
there were multiple partners involved. Was there really any 
chance | could talk him into stopping all together? That 
seemed unlikely. 


Maybe saying he should get a boyfriend would be the 
right thing. That had to be less harmful than what he had 
been doing and it was a much more realistic option. So why 


couldn’t | get the words out? Why did it hurt to think about 
him with anyone, even a steady guy? 


“Clark?” 

| realized that | hadn’t answered his question. 

“Oh. Sorry. Yeah?” 

“What I’m trying to ask you in a not-so-subtle way is 
whether I have a chance with you.” 

Me? He wanted me to be his boyfriend? Some part of me 
felt warmed by that, but | had no idea why. 


“Noah, you’re too young for me. I’m going to be a senior 
next year and you're still in middle school. That’s just not 
okay. Plus, in six months l'Il be eighteen, at which point 
things would be flat-out illegal, in addition to being 
immoral.” 

Really? That was my answer? Not, “I’m not gay” or “I’m 
flattered, but I’m not into guys”? And what the hell was the 
“in six months” comment? Like if | did date him, it'd 
definitely be a long-term relationship? 


“Yeah, | figured you’d say something like that. Well, I’d 
try to talk you into it, remind you about how you said I’m 
mature for my age, tell you I’ve been with guys older than 
you, but | Know it’s hopeless. You’ve got a ton of self-control 
and you’re much too upstanding to fool around with a 
younger guy. | can’t even be pissed, because those are 
some of the things | admire about you.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the guy who had let 
me into the apartment came in. 


“Noah, man, you’ve got to get your brother to back the 
fuck down. He’s yelling outside again. If he doesn’t stop, 
then one of the neighbors is bound to complain. The 
landlord already hates me and if another panda car gets 
sent over here, l'Il get evicted.” 


Noah sighed and slowly untangled himself from me. 


“Yeah, sorry, P. I'll just take off. Thanks for letting me 
crash here.” 


“It’s cool. See you later, man.” 

Noah’s friend left and the two of us got up and stretched 
our legs. 

“So how bad is it at my house?” 

| thought about how Noah’s parents had behaved when | 
had been at his house earlier that night. 

“Not that bad, really.” 

He laughed as we walked out of the kitchen. 

“Figures. I’m gone for two days without a word, l'Il come 
home smelling like smoke and alcohol, and they'll probably 
just tell me not to do it again. But if they knew | like cock, 
they’d send me to a fucking retraining camp.” 

He rubbed his palms over his face. 

“| really don’t know how much longer | can handle this, 
Clark.” 

| put my arm around him and led him out of that 
disgusting apartment. 

“| don’t have the answers yet, but remember that you’re 
not alone. I’m going to help you, Noah. We'll figure this out 
together.” 


Chapter 8 


Noah—Present 


“Okay, sweetheart. | have the bed covered with towels. 
Now we just need to take off your gown.” 

| looked up at Clark’s flushed face. He was getting me 
ready for my sponge bath. After he took the sheet and 
blanket off of me, he ran his eyes up and down my body, 
spending extra time on the area where my gown was 
Significantly higher than the rest because of the tent being 
formed by my hard dick. 

“Go ahead and take it off, angel. But | have to warn you, 
the amount of cleaning required might increase. | want you 
so bad, Clark. | think I’m going to explode.” 

His eyes darkened and he adjusted his cock in his pants. 

“Do you really want me, Noah?” 

He had walked up to the head of the bed and was 
leaning over, his face inches from mine. | was panting at 
that point. The spicy, earthy, vanilla smell of his skin alone 
was going to set me off, | swear. When we'd first gotten 
together, | was sure that scent came from a bottle, because 
no human could smell that damn good naturally. But after 
living together all those years, | knew that it really was just 
pure Clark. Delicious. 

“Damn, angel. Can’t you tell how much | want you?” 

| was gasping for air and my entire body was tense, 
trying to hold off the inevitable. 

“I want to see.” 


He reached behind me and untied the gown. | felt his 
warm fingers brush against my skin and | moaned. Then he 
pulled one sleeve gingerly down my arm and did the same 
with the other arm, his fingers caressing my skin as he 
went. 

“Clark!” 

He froze. 

“Am | hurting you, Noah?” 

“God, no. Feels so good, angel. So damn good to have 
you touching me.” 

The look on his face was hard to identify—relief or 
Surprise, maybe. I’m not sure. | was having trouble 
concentrating because he was inching the gown down my 
chest, then gently lifting it off my body. | was focusing on 
breathing and not cumming, but when | felt his fingers 
barely graze my cock as he moved the gown, | lost it. 

“Oh! Clark, Clark!” 


| cried out in surprise and satisfaction as | released long, 
thick ropes of cum on my chin, chest, and stomach. Damn, | 
don’t remember the last time | came that much or that fast. 
| guess it really had been a long month in that hospital. 

| gave Clark a sheepish grin and felt my heart skip a 
beat at the look of pure desire on his face. He was frozen, 
standing over me with the gown clenched in his fist, his 
cock clearly trying to get out of his pants, his eyes looking 
at the cum on my body, and his mouth slightly open, tongue 
licking those sweet lips. 


“Want some, angel?” 
He blushed deeply, but nodded. 


| scooped the seed off of my chin with my finger and 
offered it to Clark. He opened his mouth and took my finger 
into it, sucking like it was my dick. | groaned. 


“Will you undo your pants so | can touch you?” 


His hands flew to his pants and he unbuttoned, then 
unzipped. My left arm was feeling much better and my hand 
was fine, so | ran my fingers over his cock and tried to get a 
grip on it from my angle on the bed. Frankly, it was a pretty 
Shitty hand job, but Clark didn’t seem to mind. He was 
moaning and tweaking my nipples. 


My cock hadn’t completely softened, so when my lover 
leaned down and sucked my balls into his mouth, | groaned 
and bucked up, back to full hardness immediately. Clark 
licked my dick like an ice cream cone, flicked his tongue on 
the ridge around the crown, then sucked me in to the hilt 
and buried his nose in my pubes. 


“Yes! Oh angel. So good.” 


Clark loved to give head, and he had gotten damn good 
at it over the years, but his technique seemed even better 
than l’d remembered. He was sucking hard, licking me, and 
swallowing around my cock as it was buried in his throat. 
That combination was absolutely fucking deadly and | could 
feel another orgasm building in my spine. 

“Clark... Clark... gonna....” 


| fisted the sheets with both hands, completely 
forgetting my mission to jack him off. | usually wasn’t a 
selfish lover, but damn the things he was doing to me with 
that sweet mouth could make a man forget his name. 


When he heard my warning, he pulled up so just my 
crown was in his willing, eager mouth, and then he dipped 
his tongue into my slit and squeezed my balls. That was it. | 
thrust my hips up, cried out his name, and poured myself 
into him. 


| could hear Clark moaning as my seed hit his mouth, 
then | felt wet heat on the side of my body and realized that 
he had cum too, without a touch. He suckled on my dick as 
it softened and my entire body relaxed. My toes were heavy, 
my fingers limp; | felt blissfully sated. Clark raised his face, 


licked my neck, kissed my cheek, and rested his forehead 
against mine as he stroked my arms and chest. We were 
both panting. 

“Okay, it looks like | managed to make a mess on your 
body, rather than cleaning it. Time for that bath. I’m just 
going to get some warm water from the sink, because | 
think this basin is cold by now.” 


He tucked himself back into his pants, got everything 
buttoned and zipped, and then rolled the cart into the 
bathroom. | admired how his pants draped over his ass and 
Surprised myself by my recovery time. I’d just cum twice in 
the past thirty minutes and my cock was making a valiant 
effort to pop back up at attention from the sight of Clark’s 
firm ass. Well, it was a mighty fine ass, and my cock missed 
its mate. | made a mental note to ask the doctor when | was 
getting sprung from that hospital. 

Clark was a really reserved guy. So much so that | was 
surprised he was willing to go down on me in the hospital. 
No way was he going to agree to full-on sex in that place. 
But if | didn’t get myself inside of him or him in me soon, | 
was sure that | was going to lose my mind. 


Clark— Past 


“Do you think | might be gay?” 

It was Sunday evening and my mom and | were in our 
living room, talking. She was sitting on the couch, with quilts 
covering her lap and legs, and | was lying down with my 
head resting on them, my legs hanging over the edge of the 
couch arm. 

“Well, honey, | think you’re the only person who can 
answer that question. Do you want to tell me what brought 


this on?” 

| knew we didn’t have many more evenings like that left 
—just the two of us together, talking. The doctors had 
stopped trying to cure her when it became clear the 
treatments weren’t working. On the plus side, she’d stopped 
throwing up every couple of hours. The down side, of 
course, was that every day could be her last. 

“| don’t know. | guess I’ve never been interested in girls. 
| hadn’t thought much of it, but then last week when Ben 
and | went to find Noah, he said something to me.” 

She smoothed down my hair like she used to do when | 
was really little. | was probably twice her size, but she still 
had a calming effect on me. 

“Ben said something to you?” 

| closed my eyes and tried to memorize every bit of what 
| was feeling so l’d have the memory of my mother taking 
care of me to last me for the rest of my life. 

“Not Ben. Noah.” 

“Ahh. | see. So does he feel the same way about you?” 

| opened my eyes and looked up at her. 

“What do you mean?” 

“| mean, does Noah love you? | assume he told you that 
he noticed how you feel about him?” 

| furrowed my brow in confusion. 

“No, that’s not what happened. Noah told me that he’s 
gay. But it was like he thought | already knew. And he thinks 
I’m gay too. What do you mean ‘how | feel about him’? How 
do | feel about him?” 

My mom laughed softly. Damn, | was going to miss that 
laugh. 

“Like | said, honey, only you can answer that question. 
But l'Il tell you this—lI’ve never seen you light up like you do 
when you talk about Noah. And you sure spend a lot of time 


with him, more time than you spend with any of your other 
friends.” 

“That’s because he needs me, Mom. He needs me to 
drive him to his kickboxing class and he needs someone to 
talk to.” 


She gave me that “Mom” look. You know, the one where 
they don’t say anything, but they look at you like they know 
you know that you just unloaded a huge pile of horseshit? 
Yeah, that’s the one. 

“Plus, 1... | like spending time with him.” 

“Okay then.” 

“Okay then? What does that mean?” 


“It means you have a friend who you enjoy spending 
time with and he enjoys being with you. It sounds like he 
might be interested in something more than friendship and 
he thinks you’re open to that. And | don’t hear you saying it 
can’t happen, so, | guess you'll just have to see where it 
goes from here.” 

Now see, that’s the problem with having a hippie-dippie 
mother. Nothing fazes her. It was as if we were discussing 
what to have for dinner and | asked whether she wanted 
garlic bread or rolls. Oh, just put them both out, honey, and 
we'll see where it goes from there. 


“It’s not going to go anywhere between me and Noah, 
Mom. He’s only thirteen. You know that.” 

She hadn't said a thing about the fact that he had a dick, 
like it wasn’t even part of the equation. Well, to her, it 
probably wasn’t. My mother was all about open-mindedness 
and equality. She had grown up during the civil rights 
movement, protested the Vietnam War, and marched in D.C. 
for all sorts of causes. Total hippie chick, my mom. God, | 
loved her. So much. 


“And you're only seventeen, Clark. You’re responsible, 
intelligent, mature, and my best friend in the world. But, 


honey, the fact that | treat you like an adult doesn’t mean 
you are one. You're still a baby.” 

| burrowed closer to my mother and pressed my head 
against her stomach. 


“It’s too big an age gap.” 

“Have | ever told you how old your father and | were 
when you were conceived?” 

“You were forty and he was ....” 

Huh. | guess l’d never asked how old he was. | didn’t 
really ask much about him. | suppose he didn’t enter my 
mind very often. She finished my sentence when it became 
clear | didn’t know the answer. 


“Twenty-four. | was forty and he was twenty-four. So if 
I’m doing my math right here, honey, the sixteen-year age 
gap we had was four times that of your four-year age gap 
with Noah. It’s not about your years on this planet, it’s 
about your souls and beings. If those connect, the ages of 
your vessels are irrelevant.” 

Oh Jesus, help me with the metaphysical speak. | loved 
my mother, adored her, but I’d never been able to get into 
the whole earth-spirit-tarot-card-reading mumbo jumbo. 

“Well, that’s different. You and my father were both 
adults, living independently. You were in the same stage of 
life. Noah and | aren’t like that, Mom. He’s still in middle 
school for another year, and when he goes to high school, 
I'll be off at college. Plus, l'II be eighteen in November. At 
that point, it'd be criminal for me to be with him. The age of 
your vessel is totally relevant to the police, Mom. They don’t 
care about souls and beings connecting.” 

“Illegal? So | take it you’re fantasizing about having sex 
with him?” 

| blushed furiously. 

“No! | didn’t say that.” 

She patted my head. 


“Honey, humans are sexual beings. Those feelings are 
normal, and there’s no reason to be ashamed of having 
them. And it’s not illegal to be friends with someone 
younger than you. What’s illegal is sticking your poker in his 
fire.” 

| immediately flashed back to the painful birds and the 
bees conversation my mother had with me when | was 
twelve. There were no birds and no bees, but there was a 
banana, a condom, and a thoroughly detailed description of 
the male body, including ejaculation, and the female body, 
including a rant about how awful it was when men couldn’t 
figure out where the clitoris was or what to do with it. She 
really went to town on that whole “a single woman can raise 
a boy on her own just fine, thank you” theory with that talk. 
Well, it seemed like the embarrassing “pin the tongue on 
the clitoris” game turned out to be for nothing. | groaned 
inwardly, thinking back to how | first thought, then hoped, 
and finally prayed that she was kidding when she first 
suggested it. She wasn’t. 

“All that said, you're probably right. It’s better for you to 
keep things platonic with Noah. But you should think long 
and hard about what you’ve got going on beneath the 
surface, Clark, because what matters most is learning 
yourself. And if you're fantasizing about having sex with 
another guy, that might help you answer the question you 
asked me.” 


| closed my eyes and thought about what she'd said. The 
fact that her words made me think about what Noah’s dick 
felt like “beneath the surface” of his clothes, and what | 
could do to make it “long and hard” made me realize she 
was right, as always. | did need to figure myself out. 
Regardless of what would or wouldn’t happen with Noah— 
and nothing would—I had to live with myself. 


Noah had used those words to explain why he was so 
self-destructive. He had been having trouble living with 


himself, because he knew himself well enough to know he 
wasn’t the person his parents thought he was, and he hated 
living the lie. | hadn’t been living a lie, at least not 
intentionally. 

For me, it was more a total lack of self-awareness. | 
simply hadn’t thought about myself and what | wanted. 
Well, l’d do that. I’d focus on me, on who | was and who | 
wanted to become. But I’d do it later. After all, my mother 
wouldn’t be around forever, and while | had her in my life, 
I'd focus on her and squirrel away all the memories | could. 


Chapter 9 


Noah—Present 


| was back in my hospital room after a day full of tests. It 
had started with yet another neurological exam and moved 
on to an MRI, CT, and EEG. I’d never been in so many 
machines or been poked and prodded so much. The problem 
with all the focus on my head was that they forgot about my 
body, which was tired and sore as hell. 

“Okay, Noah. Now what I'd like to do is...—” 


“Dr. Garcia, with all due respect, he’s had enough for 
today.” 

That’s my strong partner. | leaned back into the hospital 
bed and closed my eyes. Clark would take care of things, | 
didn’t need to worry. 

“I understand, Mr. Lehman, of course. We're almost 
done. | just want to do a few more...—” 

“You can call me Clark and there will no more anything 
today. He’s tired, his body must be hurting, and he needs to 
rest. Come back tomorrow and we'll see if he’s feeling up to 
more testing.” 

| wasn’t watching Clark talk to the doctor, but | could see 
everything in my head anyway. Clark’s slender body 
standing tall, hands crossed across his firm chest, legs 
probably spread apart so he’d look more authoritative, long, 
thick, pink, delicious cock snaking down his left leg because, 
well, that’s where it hangs. The thought of Clark’s dick 
caused the usual Pavlovian response in me. | groaned. 


There was a short silence, and then Dr. Garcia wished us 
a good evening, promised to be back first thing in the 
morning, and left. | felt Clark’s heat next to me. His lips 
brushed my cheek, and his hand rubbed circles on my belly. 


“Mmmmm. Feels good, angel. Thank you for making him 
go away. Love you.” 

“Oh God. For so long, | thought I’d never hear those 
words again. | love you too, Noah. So much. | love you so 
damn much.” 


His voice was breaking and he was sniffling. My poor guy 
had been so worried. | opened my eyes and ran my left 
hand through his hair. 

“I’m just fine, angel. Don’t cry. My left arm is almost 
completely healed and my right arm is getting stronger, | 
can tell. They said I'll get the casts off my legs in a few 
days. Then l'Il be good as new and we can go back to how 
things were before we got stuck in this hospital.” 


That was supposed to make him feel better, but it 
seemed to have the opposite effect. His sniffles turned into 
full-on, body-shuddering tears. | tried to change the topic. 

“Clark, are you okay with work? You’ve been here 
nonstop. Do you have this much time off?” 


As | asked the question, | realized | had no idea whether 
he still worked for the same company. Clark was a computer 
guru, and he got a great job right out of school working for a 
big company doing hardware design. He’d stayed with that 
company when we’d moved to E.C. West, after l'd 
graduated. 

“I'm fine. | actually work for myself now. | do consulting 
services for a bunch of companies, and | can do a lot of it 
remotely. | just need Wi-Fi to work, and this hospital has it. 
I’ve been getting a lot done while you've been sleeping.” 


No wonder he was so emotional. Between the time he’d 
been spending taking care of me and the time he’d been 


spending keeping up with work, he probably hadn’t gotten 
much sleep. | tugged on his hand. 

“Get in here, angel.” 

“Wha... What?” 

“Get in this bed, Clark. | need you to hold me.” 

“| don’t want to hurt you, Noah.” 


“Oh come on. You know | can take a little pain. Might 
even like it sometimes, if you’re the one dishing it out.” 


| waggled my eyebrows at him, trying to lighten things 
up, ease his tension. It worked too, because he chuckled 
and crawled into the empty spot I’d made in the hospital 
bed. | lifted my neck so he could slip his arm underneath, 
then | turned on my side, rested my head on his chest, put 
my left arm on his stomach and cupped his balls. 

| hadn’t been one of those kids who slept with a stuffed 
bear or blanket or anything, but holding Clark’s balls in my 
hand had become my regular sleeping position from the first 
night we’d slept together naked. | didn’t like having the 
layers of pants and underwear separating me from what 
was mine, but we were in a hospital, so | had to make do. 

“Let’s take a little nap, angel. | think we could both use 
it.” 

“Oh, I’d like that. I’ve missed sleeping with you more 
than you know. | can’t sleep more than a couple of hours 
without you. | can’t tell you how tired I’ve been these last 
few... ehm, are you sure that you'll be comfortable? You 
need your rest, sweetheart.” 


“This is the most comfortable I’ve been since | woke up 
in this place. ’S good to feel your body, angel. | can’t sleep 
without you either. And | know this bed has to be better 
than that chair you’ve been sleeping in since you got here.” 

He sighed and | felt his body relax beneath me. | closed 
my eyes and immediately fell asleep, the warmth and safety 
of Clark’s body putting me completely at peace. 


Clark— Past 


My mom died that fall, four days after my eighteenth 
birthday. She’d managed to hang on long enough that | 
didn’t have to move in with any relatives. I’d be able to stay 
in our apartment until | finished high school. 

As it turned out, being sick was crazy expensive. My 
mother had health insurance, but between the deductibles, 
co-pays, and the treatment costs that exceeded her annual 
limit, she had depleted all of her savings. I’d be okay 
though, because she had a small life insurance policy. It was 
enough to get me through college, as long as | was careful 
with the money and maybe got a part-time job to help cover 
expenses. 

| slept at my aunt’s house for a week after my mom 
died. That gave my aunt time to go through our apartment 
and clean out the meds, get the hospital bed we’d been 
renting sent back, and take my mom’s clothes out of the 
closet and toiletries out of the bathroom. I’d asked her to 
leave everything else. Eventually, I'd have the strength to 
go through my mom’s letters and journals, look at old 
pictures. Damn, | was going to miss her. 

Her funeral was beautiful. It was like the earth knew one 
of its believers was coming home. The normally cold 
November weather tempered. The sky was extra blue, 
scattered with white, fluffy clouds, and decorated with a 
double rainbow. As we stood outside and lowered her casket 
into the ground, the leaves on the trees danced and a light 
breeze sailed past me in a soft caress, drying my tears 
before they could make their way down my cheeks. 


Lots of people came out to remember my mother that 
day—her friends from childhood who still lived in Emile City, 


her friends from all over the country who flew in to see her, 
her sister and cousins, and even some of my friends, 
including the Formans. Noah caught my gaze as my mom 
was lowered into the ground. Looking into his hazel eyes 
gave me strength and comfort. After we buried her, 
everyone went back to my Aunt Shirley’s house and sat 
around telling stories about my mother. 


The Formans came by, but they left after only a few 
minutes. | briefly wondered whether the stories had driven 
them away—my mother was no wallflower, and almost all of 
the stories involved tales of her youth, which was spent 
wandering the country with different men, fighting for a 
variety of causes. 


“Clark, are you sure you don’t want to stay here with us? 
We have plenty of space for you, dear. The girls are happy 
to share a room and we can put you in Tracey’s room.” 

Everyone had left and | was helping my Aunt Shirley 
clean up the last of the plates and glasses. 


“Thanks, Aunt Shirley, but | want to go home. | won’t 
turn down a home-cooked meal every now and then, 
though.” 

She patted my back. It didn’t feel exactly like the pats 
my mom used to give me, but it’d have to do. 

“There’s no problem with that, Clark. You’re welcome 
here anytime. This is home now, you hear? Don’t you dare 
try to stay away.” 

| gave her a hug. 

“You know | won’t. Good night, Aunt Shirley.” 

By the time | got home, it was after ten. | sighed as I set 
my keys in the bowl by the door and looked around. This 
was it, | was alone. Well, | still had her in my heart. That 
wouldn’t ever change. 

| took a long shower and let the hot water hit my back 
and relieve some of my tension. That was the longest I'd 


stood still in days, and my exhaustion finally caught up with 
me. When I noticed my eyelids drooping shut, | turned off 
the water, wiped myself dry, and shuffled to my bedroom. | 
pulled on some sweatpants and a long shirt, crawled under 
the covers, and was about to close my eyes when | heard 
the doorbell ring. 

What the hell? A look at the clock on my nightstand told 
me it was after eleven o’clock. | walked out to the living 
room quietly, and moved toward the front door without 
making any noise, in case the person out there was up to no 
good. A quick look through the peephole confirmed that 
suspicion, but not in a bad way. 

| swung my door open and smiled for the first time in a 
week. 

“Noah Forman. Should | even bother asking what you’re 
doing out at this hour?” 

Noah raised his captivating hazel eyes up to meet my 
blue ones and my heart stuttered. He stuffed his hands in 
his pockets and shifted from foot to foot. For the first time 
since I’d met him, Noah seemed nervous. 

“|I wanted to see if you were okay. I... | thought you could 
use some company. Can | come in?” 

| stepped back and made room for him to walk past. 
Once he was inside, | closed and locked the door. 

“Let’s skip the whole, ‘you’re only fourteen, you 
Shouldn’t be out this late. Do your parents know you're 
here? Call them right now or I will’, speech, okay?” 

His voice was soft and his eyes were filled with tears. | 
wanted to wipe them away, hold him close, kiss the pout off 
his lips. No, no, no. Not the last one. Definitely not the last 
one. 

“Okay.” 

“Do you need to talk, Clark?” 


Did I? Maybe. But right then, | needed sleep more than 
anything else. 


“I’m tired, Noah. Really tired.” 


He took his hand out of his pocket, twined his fingers 
with mine, and pulled me toward the bedroom. 


“Come on.” 

| followed him, too exhausted to gather the self-control 
necessary to pull away from that warm hand that felt just 
right in mine. 

“What are you doing?” 

He walked us down the hallway. 

“Which door?” 

“Second one on the left.” 


Wait, what? Why was | letting Noah take me to my 
bedroom? 

“Noah, this isn’t a good idea.” 

He walked us into my room, sat on the edge of the bed, 
and took off his shoes. | noticed what he was wearing for the 
first time—a pair of old, worn sweatpants, draping over the 
firm rod underneath them, which made me want to touch 
and squeeze, and a kickboxing T-shirt that had gotten 
tighter as he’d gotten bigger, highlighting his defined 
muscles. He looked good. Really good. Once his shoes were 
off, he crawled up the bed, pulled down the covers, and 
snuggled underneath. 


“Get in, Clark. | promise not to make any moves on you. 
You look like hell. | was worried about you during the funeral 
today. When was the last time you had a solid night’s 
sleep?” 

It had been so long, | couldn’t answer the question. 
Certainly not since my mom had died, and even before 
then, because at the end there, she’d been so sick that she 


was moaning and restless all the time. There was no way | 
could’ve slept through that. 


| shrugged my shoulders. 

“Don’t remember. Too tired, | guess.” 

| smiled sheepishly. Noah held his hand out to me. 

“Just sleep, Clark. | promise. Get in here. I’m more 
cuddly than a teddy bear. | guarantee a good night’s sleep 
or your money back.” 

| got into bed, put my head on the pillow, and pulled the 
covers over my shoulders. 

“I didn’t pay you any money.” 

Noah smiled, turned his back to me, pushed himself 
against my chest, and rested his head on my pillow. 

“Huh. Good point. Oh well. Good night, Clark. | love you.” 

“Noah.” 

My voice held a clear warning tone. 

“Don’t ‘Noah’ me. I’m fourteen, not an amphibian. | 
know what I’m feeling. | get that you don’t want to hear it, 
that it makes you uncomfortable, or whatever. But that 
doesn’t mean it isn’t true. | won’t say it again, but it’s true. 
Now close your eyes and go to sleep.” 

Incredibly, | did. For the first time in as long as | could 
remember, | slept well and soundly through the night. And | 
held Noah Forman in my arms the entire time. 


Chapter 10 


Noah—Present 


“What I’m saying is that the issue doesn’t seem to be 
physical.” 

| had finally gotten the casts removed from both of my 
legs. | was just barely starting to regain the full use of my 
right arm. My body was covered in yellowing bruises. How in 
the hell was all that not physical? 

“Work with me here, Dr. Garcia. | have no idea what you 
mean.” 

“Noah, I’ve done every test imaginable and | can’t find 
any reason for your memory loss. My best guess is that this 
is a post-traumatic stress type of reaction.” 

Of course, he was talking about the memory loss. The 
internist and the nurses had been dealing with my physical 
injuries. Dr. Garcia’s interest had been almost exclusively 
focused on my brain. | thought about what he'd said. | 
couldn’t remember anything from the past three years 
because of some mental block? 

“What, like because of the accident, you mean? I’m 
stressed about the accident so | can’t remember?” 

Dr. Garcia nodded. 

“Well, that’s certainly part of it. It might be all of it. Hard 
to say, really. What’s unusual here is that you’re having no 
trouble with short-term memory. You seem to remember 
everything that happened from the moment you woke up. 
And your long-term memory is excellent too, up until a 


specific date. Then it’s a blank slate. Now if that date 
correlated with your accident, it wouldn’t be so unusual. But 
we’re talking about three years here, and there’s no 
physical reason for you to have a gap like that.” 

Clark’s hand was in mine, so | could feel when it 
clenched. | looked at him and immediately felt concerned. 
All the color had drained from his face. He was completely 
white and looked like he was about to throw up. 


“Angel? You okay?” 

“I... Yes... No... Uh...” 

He turned to the doctor. 

“What could cause that? | mean, could the post- 
traumatic stress thing happen from another stressful event? 
One from back then? Back when he stopped remembering?” 

Dr. Garcia shrugged. 

“That’s certainly possible. The brain is a complicated 
organ. We're learning new things every day, but in the 
scheme of things, we don’t Know much about how it reacts 
to trauma, whether physical or emotional.” 

Dr. Garcia got up to leave the room. 

“It’s very possible that it will all come back to you, Noah. 
Maybe when you go home tomorrow, something will spark 
your memory.” 

| imagine that my smile took over my entire face. 

“I’m getting out of here tomorrow?” 

| beamed at Clark. 

“Did you hear that, angel? We’re going home!” 

Dr. Garcia chuckled. 

“Don’t act so surprised. That’s what you've been 
pestering me and the entire staff about for days. Your body 
is doing much better. Your physical therapist told me he’s 
never seen anyone recover so quickly, and he’s afraid 
you're going to drop-kick him if you don’t get out of here. 


With Clark’s help, there’s no reason you can’t go home. You 
need to take it easy, of course. No strenuous exercise and 
lots of sleep. At least for a few more weeks.” 


| nodded furiously. Home. We could finally go home and 
Sleep in our bed. And do other things in that bed too. And on 
the couch. Oh, and the shower would be good too. Yippee! 


Clark— Past 


The next week was strange. It was hard to deal with the 
reality of coming home and not seeing my mom’s smile 
greet me, going to sleep without her good night kiss to 
warm me, and waking up without hearing her voice. 
Whenever | got too down, I'd pull out one of our old photo 
albums and flip through the pictures. That was always 
enough to bring a smile to my face. 


| had Thanksgiving dinner with my aunt and uncle’s 
family and got back to my apartment at eight that night 
with four grocery bags overflowing with leftovers. I’d tried to 
explain to my aunt that it was anatomically impossible for 
me to consume that quantity of food before it’d spoil, but 
she kept mumbling something about growing boys while she 
stuffed the bags as full as she could. Eventually, I’d decided 
going along with the madness was easier than arguing with 
her. 

As | approached my apartment, | noticed a figure sitting 
on the floor, slumped against the door. When | got closer, | 
saw the green Mohawk. My dick immediately perked up and 
tried to wave hello. | gave myself an internal reprimand and 
reminder of our four-year age gap, then tapped his foot with 
mine. Noah’s head popped up from where it had been 
resting on his folded hands. 


“Happy Thanksgiving. To what do | owe the honor?” 


“Did you mean it when you said you’d help me?” 
His voice sounded so tired and despondent. 


“Of course | did, Noah. Come inside. l'Il see if | can rustle 
up something for us to eat.” 


| looked down at the bags in my arms as | spoke and 
rolled my eyes. Noah stood up and brushed off his pants. He 
had grown a couple inches since I’d met him, so he was just 
a few inches shorter than me. He peered into the bags and 
smiled. 

“That looks good. I’m so hungry! Haven’t eaten all day.” 


| frowned, wondering why he hadn’t eaten on 
Thanksgiving, and handed him two of the bags so | could 
get my keys out of my pocket. As soon as we made it into 
the apartment, | unloaded the food and heated up an 
overflowing plate for Noah. He had seconds, a piece of 
pumpkin pie, and a piece of pecan pie. | shook my head at 
him and smiled. He giggled and rubbed his hand across his 
flat stomach. 

“I’m a growing boy.” 

He was so adorable. | smiled. 

“My Aunt Shirley must be a fortune teller or something.” 

“What?” 

He had one eyebrow raised and a quizzical expression 
on his intriguing face. 

“She kept going on about growing boys when she 
packed this food. Doesn’t matter.” 


| waved my hand in the air indicating a change of topic. 
“I like the hair. When did you get it done?” 
He snickered and a devilish look took over his features. 


“Right after my father complained about the length of 
my hair and said | needed a haircut. Careful what you wish 
for, Pop!” 


He toasted his father silently and finished his glass of 
water. | sat across from him, propped my elbows on the 
table, and rested my head in my hands. 

“What’s going on, Noah?” 

He pushed the empty plate away and sighed. 

“Today was totally fucked. We were all supposed to go to 
my grandparents’ house for dinner. My parents were 
fluttering all around us, wanting us to look just so. Then my 
father mentioned that one of my cousins was bringing her 
roommate with her. | could tell from the tone of his voice 
and the look of horror on my mother’s face that the 
roommate isn’t just a roommate, you know? My mother 
complained about how ‘that’ wasn’t appropriate in front of 
children. Then she called my aunt to tell her she shouldn’t 
allow her daughter’s roommate to come to our family dinner 
because she isn’t family. | don’t know what my aunt said, 
but based on my mom’s attitude, it was clear my cousin and 
her girlfriend were still coming. 


“The entire time this was going on, Ben was just sitting 
on the couch, flipping through a magazine, like it was all 
perfectly normal. I’m telling you, Clark, there’s no way | 
could have sat through that meal watching my cousin 
endure my parents without taking someone’s eye out with a 
fork. So | picked a fight, stormed to my bedroom, and 
refused to open the door when they knocked. Eventually, 
they left without me, no doubt after weighing which would 
be more socially appropriate—being late or coming with one 
fewer person.” 

He was twisting his fingers and cracking his knuckles 
while he spoke. | reached across the table and took his hand 
in between both of mine. 


“Have | told you how proud | am of you?” 


| thought he’d make a snide remark, but he didn’t. He 
just gave me a soft, heart-wrenching smile. 


“You haven't used since that day we talked, have you?” 
He shook his head. 


“| promised you | wouldn’t, so | haven’t. But what am | 
going to do, Clark? | can’t take much more of this. 
Something has to give.” 


| got up, walked over to the table by the front door, and 
returned with an envelope. 


“One of my Mom’s old friends is the dean of a boarding 
school back East. He was at the funeral and | talked to him 
about you.” 


| handed him the envelope with the = enrollment 
application and literature about the school. 


“It’s very exclusive and well known. The kind of place 
your parents would love to brag about to all their friends. 
And the best part is, you can be yourself there—no more 
hiding. The dean is very open-minded, they have a gay- 
straight alliance, and he promised me nobody there would 
tell your parents about your personal life. You have a spot if 
you want it, Noah.” 


He looked surprised and confused. 

“But I’d have to be away from you if | go there. I... | don’t 
want that.” 

Oh Noah. That boy had a way of breaking my heart 
without even trying. | squeezed his hand. 

“There are phones. We can talk as often as you want. 
Besides, this is probably for the best. The older you get, the 
more | worry about my ability to resist your charms.” 

| chuckled until | saw Noah’s smoldering look. 

“Yeah?” 

| cleared my throat, pulled back my hand, and shifted 
uncomfortably in my seat. 

“Stop, Clark. Don’t close yourself off from me. It’s a 
simple question. Is the whole jailbait issue the only thing 


standing in our way, or are you not interested in me 
because I’m like a bottomless pit of emotional needs? The 
truth, Clark. You’re the only person | can trust, don’t you 
dare take that away from me because you're scared.” 

And therein lay the problem with resisting Noah. He 
didn’t sound like any fourteen-year-old l’d ever met. | had to 
constantly remind my dick that he was too young, so it’d 
stand down and not embarrass me. Hell, it wasn’t just my 
dick. My entire body practically shook with the need to wrap 
around him, touch him, smell him, taste him. 


“I think it’s safe to say that | am very interested in you, 
Noah. But you really are too young for me, so nothing can 
happen between us.” 

He looked determined. 

“For now.” 


Some tension left my body with the thought that 
someday | could actually stop holding myself back. 


“Yeah. For now.” 


Noah applied to the boarding school and then showed his 
parents the acceptance letter. They were thrilled. Saying 
they were just happy about their son going to a fancy school 
they could brag about to their friends wouldn’t be fair. The 
truth was, the Formans loved Noah and they were worried 
about him. He had been spiraling out of control, there was 
nothing they could do to stop him, and he created a 
palpable air of tension in their house. The thought of him 
going to a place where he would study and behave gave 
them hope for his future. They really did want the best for 
their son. 

The school started in grade six, but Noah was going to 
be in grade nine. He wouldn’t be the only new kid and he 
had no trouble making friends, so he wasn’t worried. Still, he 


used the whole “missed the first three years” as an excuse 
to explain why he wanted to go to the summer session. 
Something about getting to Know people and getting used 
to the campus before everyone else got there. But the truth 
was, he was desperate to get the hell out of Dodge. 

So that May, Noah finished middle school, Ben and | 
graduated from high school, and all of our lives moved in 
new directions. Noah’s flight back East was early Monday 
morning, a week after graduation. Sunday night, he showed 
up at my door. | wasn’t surprised. 

“I know the drill, Clark. But l'Il be gone for four years. 
Will you just hold me tonight? Just spooning, no forking.” 

By that point in time, l'’d probably have given him 
anything he wanted. | was devastated that he was no longer 
going to be a regular part of my life. But his earnest, almost- 
begging voice was what did me in. | simply couldn’t lie to 
myself about my feelings for Noah in light of the way my 
body automatically reacted to him. There was no other way 
to explain the persistent, aching hard-ons. 

| didn’t tell him, of course, because | knew it wouldn’t be 
good for him. But my heart hurt with the knowledge that 
we'd be so far apart, and with the certainty that he’d move 
on from his little crush on me. There’d be other guys at his 
new school—good guys, smart guys—and he’d realize | was 
nothing special. 

So | held him in my arms that night, knowing it’d 
probably be the last time. It was all | could do to hold back 
the tears accompanying that realization. | wrapped myself 
around him and he snuggled against my chest, tucked one 
leg between both of mine, and pressed his body firmly 
against my side. 

“Someday we'll sleep like this every night.” 

| didn’t say anything, because | knew by the time 
someday came, he’d have moved on from me. Just the 


thought was enough to twist my stomach in knots. | don’t 
know if he was reading my mind, just knew me really well, 
or could feel my body tense, but Noah rubbed his hand over 
my belly and mumbled into my neck. 

“You'll see, Clark. lII be back in four years and we’re 
going to start living our lives. Just please don’t have 
someone else in my bed then. When | get back, lIl be 
coming home to you and anyone standing in my way isn’t 
going to be standing for long.” 

| chuckled and rubbed his back. 

“Okay, tough guy.” 

He lifted his head off my chest and looked into my eyes. 

“I’m only tough with other people. Not with you, Clark. 
l'Il never, ever hurt you.” 

| knew that he could, of course. He was shorter than me, 
but much stronger and rougher. Frankly, | think Noah could 
have taken anyone down in a fight, but I’d never known 
anybody dumb enough to test that theory. Besides, putting 
physical strength aside, Noah Forman had me completely 
wrapped around his little finger. 

“I know you won’t hurt me, Noah. | know.” 


Chapter 11 


Noah—Present 


“Noah, we need to talk about something Dr. Garcia said.” 


Clark was lying next to me on the hospital bed. His arm 
was snaked behind my head and he was stroking my hair. | 
had my head on his chest, one hand rubbing his balls, and 
the other holding his hand. 


“Did he ask you why you need to give me two sponge 
baths every day? It’s about time folks around here started 
wondering about the reason for that.” 


He snickered. 


“I don’t think they're wondering about the reason, 
sweetheart. The hospital walls aren’t that thick and you 
don’t know how to keep it down in the sack. Thank God.” 


“Yeah? You like the noises you bring out of me, angel?” 


My voice was husky and low and my hand was moving 
up his crotch and stroking his dick. 


“Jesus, Noah.” 
He was breathing hard, eyes closed. 


“I really want to talk to you. Can’t do that when you’re 
getting me all hot and bothered.” 


| reluctantly moved my hand, then kissed his neck. 
“Okay, angel. What are we talking about?” 


There was a long silence, and when | looked at Clark’s 
face, | could see that he was scared. 


“What’s wrong, Clark?” 


He cleared his throat and answered me in a whisper. 

“I don’t ever want to be away from you again. Don’t 
leave me, Noah. Please. Just give me a chance.” 

What the hell? | looked deep into those scared eyes. 

“Angel, what are you saying? l'Il never leave you. Count 
on that, okay? What’s going on?” 

He closed his eyes, then answered me. 

“I know what happened on December 27th, 2007. You 
know, the first day you don’t remember? | know what 
happened.” 

My chest tightened in a “Someone just dropped a one- 
hundred pound weight on it” kind of way. | didn’t like the 
sound of his voice, and | suspected | wouldn’t feel any 
better once | heard what he was about to tell me, but | 
didn’t say anything. He continued talking, with his peepers 
still closed and his forehead furrowed in concentration. 

“The doctor said there’s no physical reason for your 
memory loss, that maybe it’s because of something from 
back then.” 

“You're scaring me, Clark. | don’t think | want to know 
this. Let’s just leave the past where it is and go back to our 
regular lives.” 

He made a strange, strangled sound, almost like a sob, 
then opened his crystal-blue eyes and looked into mine. 

“| need to tell you what happened, Noah. We have to 
clear the air before you’re released tomorrow. It’s the only 
way for us to lead the lives | Know we both want.” 

| braced myself. | could take it. Whatever it was, | could 
take it. | could handle anything as long as | had Clark. 

“Okay. Tell me.” 


A firm kiss to the top of my head, a squeeze to my hand, 
then Clark started talking with a shaky voice. 


“We had just closed on the bungalow in E.C. West, but 
we hadn’t moved in yet because there was so much to fix 
up that we thought it’d make more sense to stay in our 
apartment.” 

So far, so good. | remembered all of that, so | nodded. 


“The morning of the 27th, we got a call from the lady 
who lived next door to the new house and she said there 
was a lot of water around the foundation. We got up to go 
over there. Then your brother called.” 


That was new. | hadn’t remembered having a 
conversation with my brother in over two years. But as Clark 
spoke, | started seeing it in my mind, the memories floating 
back in. 


“Ben was upset. Really upset. You hadn’t seen him in so 
long and he wanted to talk with you. We hoped he was 
finally ready to make up, so | went to the house and you 
went to see your brother. | thought everything was fine 
between us.” 

Something hurt in my chest, but | didn’t know why. Oh 
God. It was coming back to me. Slowly coming back to me. 


“I couldn’t get a hold of you after that. You didn’t answer 
your cell and | didn’t know where you were. | was so 
worried. | took care of the broken pipe at the house, went 
back to our apartment, got cleaned up, and went looking for 
you.” 

No. No. Please no. 


“| couldn’t find you anywhere. Not at our friends’ houses, 
not at the pizza place down the street you liked so much, 
not at the coffee shop on the corner. Eventually | started 
searching bars and calling hospitals, but that didn’t work 
either. | was scared to death, | didn’t know where else to 
look, and you weren’t answering your phone.” 

| clutched Clark’s chest so hard that my nails dug into 
his skin, sure to leave marks. My heart was in my throat and 


my eyes were open wide in horror. 

“It was late by then, almost midnight. | went back to our 
apartment, figuring the only thing left to do was to call your 
brother.” 

Oh God. The memories from that night assaulted me in 
one huge wave of regret and pain. | remembered. What had 
| done? 

“You were sitting on the armchair in the living room, that 
old plaid one we got from your grandmother. There was a 
guy | didn’t recognize with you and he... he was on his 
knees in front of you with....” 

He was crying now. My angel was barely able to get the 
words out. | wanted to stop him. It had all come back to me. 
That night and every night since. Every miserable moment 
of the past three years was back in my head. If only | could 
find a way to change it. But | couldn’t. Hell, | couldn’t even 
open my mouth to tell my angel to stop talking and reliving 
that awful night. 

“He had your dick in his mouth and when you heard me 
come in, you just... you looked at me. Just looked at me 
standing there and didn’t say anything.” 

| remembered that night. It was the worst night of my 
life. The devastation in Clark’s gorgeous face. | broke him 
that night. Sure as | could see the tears in his eyes, | could 
see that. | loved him more than anything, and | broke him. 

“I’m so sorry, angel. | was such a stupid jerk. Forgive 
me, Clark. Please forgive me.” 

His body was shaking underneath me. | rolled on top of 
him and wrapped my arms around him so all he could feel 
was my weight, my heat, surrounding him. 

“Will you forgive me, Noah?” 

“For what, angel? It was me. You didn’t do anything 
wrong.” 


“Oh yes, | did. | gave up on us and walked away. | was 
such an idiot, Noah. But | know that now and it won’t 
happen again. l'Il always fight for us. Just give me one more 
chance.” 

Those were words I'd never expected to hear. Not words 
I'd deserved to hear. | was the one who'd made the mistake. 
| was the one who'd broken our promises. | was the one 
who’d broken his heart. 

“Angel, | just want you back. | Know you're only here 
because I’m in this hospital, but I’m not too proud to take it. 
l'Il take you any way I can get you, Clark, even if it’s for pity. 
But l'Il show you that | won’t hurt you again. l'Il remind you 
about how good we are together. And | know you'll decide to 
stay, even when I’m recovered.” 

It was hard to tell his tears from mine; our faces were 
pressed together, both of us crying, hands holding each 
other’s faces. 

“I'll stay forever this time, Noah. Just like | always said | 
would. | don’t want to leave. And it has nothing to do with 
your injuries. I'd been living in L.A., you know. | couldn’t 
have gotten to this hospital so fast if that were still the 
case.” 

“What? | don’t understand.” 

“| moved back, sweetheart. | finally realized what an ass 
I’ve been all these years, so | packed a bag and came home. 
| planned to woo you, win you back. But | hadn’t even been 
here long enough to find a hotel when my phone rang and it 
was my aunt, saying that the hospital found her number on 
an old emergency contact form for me. They told her you 
were hurt and you wanted to see me.” 

| had to laugh. Just had to. 


“Woo me back? I’ve been waiting for you. | knew you’d 
eventually come home to me. I’ve just been waiting all this 


time. No wooing necessary. I’m yours, Clark. Always have 
been, always will be. Yours. Just yours.” 


Clark— Past 


| drove Noah to his parents’ house early the morning after 
he snuck over to my apartment. That way, he could sneak 
into his room before the rest of the family woke up to take 
him to the airport and out of my life. We said our good-byes, 
promised to keep in touch with frequent phone calls and e- 
mails, and then sat in the front seat of my car and stared at 
each other. 

| saw need and hope and, yes, maybe even love in his 
eyes, but | wasn’t sure whether that was just a reflection of 
my feelings for him. | hoped not. | hoped more than 
anything that his feelings for me were real and that they’d 
still be there when he finished high school. 


“Aw, fuck it,” | muttered as | leaned over the console, 
wrapped my hand around the back of Noah’s head, and 
pulled him toward me for a kiss. 

He whimpered and melted against me, his entire body 
pliant, yielding to my touch; so very different from the 
tense, confrontational guy he showed the rest of the world. 
His lips were soft and warm and we enjoyed a tender caress 
of lips and tongue before | finally forced myself to pull away. 

“Four years.” 

Noah panted as he reached his arm behind his back and 
opened the car door. Then he scooted backward out of the 
car, raised his hand in a silent good-bye, and walked to his 
parents’ house. 


The next four years passed by without me ever seeing 
Noah. He managed to find an excuse to skip a trip home for 
every vacation: summer school, trip abroad, vacation with 
friends, kick-boxing tournament, etc., etc., etc. Mr. and Mrs. 
Forman spent a weekend here and there visiting him. From 
what Ben told me when he'd occasionally join them on 
those trips, Noah was really busy and had very little time to 
spend with them. Of course | knew the truth—he simply 
didn’t want to be around his family, so he came up with 
every reason possible to avoid them. 

The Formans were sad, because they missed him, but 
they were thrilled with how well he was doing in school. | 
think everyone other than me expected disciplinary issues 
and possible expulsion during the first week he spent there, 
but it never happened. The truth was, Noah wasn’t going to 
do anything that could result in having to live with his 
parents again. 


So Noah stayed in boarding school across the country, 
and | stayed in Emile City for college. Going to State cost 
less money than private colleges and out-of-state 
universities, so | was able to spread my mom's life 
insurance further. 

For some reason | didn’t understand at the time, Ben 
decided to go to State too. He got offers at tons of great 
schools all over the country and his parents had plenty of 
money to pay for any of them, but he stayed at State. We 
roomed together for all four years—first in the dorm and 
then in the frat house. 


Ben was a wonderful friend and a fun roommate. We 
spent most of our free time together, made a good group of 
friends with some other guys from our frat, and even took 
some of the same classes. The only thing we never did 
together was double-date. 


That man went through girlfriends like water. I’d barely 
register his latest girl’s name before he’d be on to the next 
one. And it seemed like every girl had a friend or relative 
whom she wanted to set up with me. 


Now | know this sounds like | was dancing on the head of 
a pin, but | didn’t feel like | was hiding my orientation, even 
though I never told my friends that | was gay. In my mind, it 
didn’t matter because | hadn’t met a guy | wanted to date. 
Of course, | knew I’d probably never meet that guy because 
| was hopelessly hung up on Noah. The highlight of my week 
was talking to him on the phone. But that wasn’t 
information | could share with anyone for lots of reasons, 
not the least of which was the fact that Noah didn’t want his 
family to know he was gay. 


Anyway, | never told Ben or his girlfriends that | wasn’t 
interested in girls in general, but | always refused the set- 
ups they offered. Then one night, Ben’s latest girl threw me 
for a loop. It was a Saturday night during our junior year and 
I'd stayed late at the library, studying. | was majoring in 
Computer Engineering, so | spent many a weekend night 
with my books and laptop. Anyway, the lights were off when 
| got back to our room. | assumed Ben was out with his 
latest girlfriend—Cheryl or maybe Cheri. Whatever. 

| opened the door, dropped my backpack on the desk 
next to it, and flipped on the light. That’s when | heard the 
groan and looked over at the beds. Ben was in his bed with 
a very naked Cheryl/Cheri. | blushed deeply. 


“Shit. Sorry, Ben. | didn’t realize you were in here. l'Il just 
take off for a little while.” 
The girl’s high voice wafted over. 
“You don’t have to leave, Clark. You’re welcome to join 


us. 


My jaw dropped open and | stared back at What’s-her- 
name. She had some nerve propositioning another guy with 


her boyfriend right next to her, hell, possibly inside her for 
all | Knew. Remarkably, Ben seemed unfazed. | wondered if 
he was drunk. 

“Umm. Yeah. | don’t think Ben would appreciate that, 
Cher... ehm, l'Il just leave you to it.” 

Ben weighed in on the discussion. 

“| don’t mind, Clark. You can join us.” 

Okay, now that was even more surprising. Ben was a 
Super generous guy. He’d often offer to buy me dinner, 
spring for trips, stuff like that. | never let him, even though 
his parents gave him a credit card with no limit. | had 
enough to get by and that was all | needed. Anyway, this 
took generosity to a whole new—and strange—level. 

“I’m good, Ben. Thanks.” 

And with those parting words, | got out of that room so 
fast | thought there might be a Road Runner cartoon-like 
trail behind me. What in the hell was that? 


Chapter 12 


Noah—Present 


Clark pulled into the driveway of our bungalow and blinked 
his eyes in surprise. 
“It’s... beautiful. It looks just like how we planned.” 


When we bought the house, the pink paint was peeling 
off, half the shutters were missing, the windows were 
cracked, and the shingles on the roof were rotting. You can 
imagine my surprise when Clark said he wanted us to make 
a purchase offer. It was affordable, true enough. But it was 
also a shithole. He had a vision, though, and he told me all 
about it in excruciating detail when we walked through the 
house. So I’d agreed to buy it. Not because | saw the vision, 
but because that’s what he’d wanted. 


“| remembered every word, angel. White paint, black 
shutters, wood windows, gray shingles, red door. | wasn’t 
sure about the plants, because you just said lots of flowers 
and shrubs, but | hope you approve.” 


He nodded, clearly speechless. 


“It’s perfect, Noah. Perfect. Let’s get inside. It’s too cold 
for you to be sitting out here.” 


He got out of the car, came around to my door, and 
helped me out. | was doing much better; my legs were just a 
little stiff, nothing some stretching and a few crescent kicks 
wouldn’t resolve. So | could manage on my own, but why 
turn away a chance to press my body against Clark’s? I’m 
not stupid. 


“Here, sweetheart. Just lean on the car for one sec while 
| get my bag out of the trunk.” 


He tenderly set me against the side of the car, quickly 
opened the trunk, slung his duffel over one shoulder, and 
then wrapped his free arm around my waist. | leaned on him 
as we walked up the sidewalk and onto the front porch. | 
could feel the hard planes of his body and his long, lean 
muscles working underneath his shirt. 


“You're stronger, more muscular.” 
He blushed and squeezed my waist. 


“Not like you, but yeah. I’ve been working out a lot these 
past few years.” 


A painful feeling flooded my stomach and my heart 
clenched. | swallowed hard and asked the question that 
entered my mind, even though | already knew the answer. | 
knew. 


“Why? Were you on the prowl or something? Hoping to 
find a new boyfriend?” 


Clark’s reaction was so sharp and sudden, that | almost 
lost my footing. He dropped his bag, turned so we were 
face-to-face, grasped my shoulders, and looked into my 
eyes with a fierce glare. 


“Never. | never wanted another boyfriend. My heart is 
yours. | promised you that, Noah. | promised us that, and no 
pain on earth was going to change it. There were a couple of 
if-he-can-be-with-other-guys-so-can-| blow jobs when | first 
moved away. But that phase didn’t last. If | couldn’t be with 
you, |’d be alone. Nobody could ever take your place. Tell 
me you get that.” 


His grasp on my shoulders was stronger now, fingers 
digging in deep enough to leave bruises. Jesus, fuck, that 
was turning me on. The passion, the possession, the pain. It 
made me so hot | was able to hear that he had touched 


other guys without demanding their names, finding them, 
and tearing their dicks off on the spot. 


“Tell me, Noah. Say you understand that | have always 
been yours. Even when | was gone. Even when we were 
apart. Say it.” 

| growled, wrapped my fingers in his hair, and pulled his 
face to mine for a bruising kiss. Our lips met, tongues licked, 
teeth clicked. | moved my head to the side to change the 
angle and there, there, we were pressed so tight together 
that | could taste blood from lips hitting teeth. Didn’t matter. 
He moaned, | groaned, and then | pushed my tongue in and 
out of his mouth, showing him exactly what we'd be doing 
when we finally got out of the front yard and into the house. 


When the need for oxygen became so overwhelming 
that | thought we’d both pass out, | pulled my mouth back 
and tugged at his hair so he’d raise his eyes to mine. 


“I know that you’re mine, Clark. I’ve always known. Even 
when you were away, angel. | knew. You belong to me.” 


“Good.” 


Bag back over his shoulder, arm around my waist, he 
walked us to the door and reached into his pocket for his 
keys. The kiss had caused a haze in my mind, but | couldn’t 
help noticing the fact that he had kept our house key on his 
key chain. When he opened the door, that thought cleared 
and | held my breath in anticipation. 


“Oh my God.” 


He stood in the entryway and looked around. Refinished 
wood floors, all the paint removed from the woodwork so it 
was back to its natural state, a soft yellow color on the 
walls, and a stripped-down brick fireplace flanked by built-in 
bookcases. 


“Noah, it’s perfect. It’s just like how I saw it in my head. 
How did you do all of this?” 


He ran his hands over the original woodwork. 


“I’ve had lots of free nights and weekends over the past 
few years. It took months to get the layers of paint off the 
wood because | had to do it by hand, so it wouldn’t be 
ruined. I’m glad you like it.” 


| pulled him into the kitchen and showed him the black 
and white tiles on the floor, the white subway tiles on the 
wall, and the white marble counters. 


“You remembered.” 


He was walking around almost reverently, taking in all 
the details. 


“Of course | remembered. You told me what our home 
would look like. | couldn’t possibly forget that.” 


| showed him the laundry room, dining room, hall 
bathroom, and side bedroom. He had the same reaction in 
every room—a gasp, a smile, and amazement that I'd 
remembered which walls to take down, which light fixtures 
to replace, and every single wall color. | was feeling pretty 
proud of myself. And then | led him into the master suite. 


“| took out the wall between this room, the one next to 
it, and the attached bathroom. And, just like you said, there 
was enough room for a nice bathroom, a walk-in closet, and 
a small study.” 


Clark looked amazed and happy. But when he walked 
into the closet, tears filled his eyes. 


“Those are my clothes.” 


They were hanging in the closet, right next to mine. 
After he’d left that awful night, three years earlier, he’d 
never come back, never called, never wrote, never asked for 
his things. He’d just changed his number and disappeared 
from my life. 


| stepped up behind him, pressed my chest against his 
back, wrapped my arms around his firm, flat belly, and 


rested my chin on his shoulder. 

“Yes, they’re your clothes. And they’re hanging in our 
closet. Just like your toothbrush is sitting in a cup in our 
bathroom and that shampoo you like so much is in our 
shower. This is our home. Don’t think that you taking a little 
trip was going to change that. I’ve been waiting, Clark. 
Waiting for you to come home.” 


Clark— Past 


During the fall of our senior year, Ben applied to graduate 
schools. | came home one day and found him sitting at his 
desk, looking thoughtfully at a letter. | walked by him and 
ruffled his hair before | sat down at the end of the couch. 

“What’s up, bro?” 

He looked up at me, chewed on his bottom lip, then 
dropped the letter on the desk, and joined me on the couch. 
He sat down right next to me so that our sides were pressed 
together, but he didn’t meet my eyes. He looked down at 
his lap and chewed on his fingernail. 

“I got into the University of Chicago.” 

| tried to twist my body so I could give him a hug. 

“That’s great, Ben! Isn’t that one of the best programs in 
the country? You must be thrilled!” 

Ben had always been so happy, the life of the party. 
Other than his concerns over his brother, nothing ever got 
Ben down. And I’d never seen him nervous. Until that day. 

“Oh, umm, yeah. | guess. You’re staying here, right?” 

| had gotten into a 3/2 program at State. Basically, I’d 
spend five years instead of four and graduate with a BS and 
a master’s. 


“Yup. One more year.” 
“I got into the program here too. | could stay.” 


| laughed and patted his leg as | tried to squeeze myself 
off of the couch. 


“Of course you got in here. You’re brilliant. But you’re 
going to leave these yahoos in the dust. And Chicago will be 
awesome. Let’s go celebrate, brother.” 


He clasped my arm. When | looked at him in surprise, | 
couldn’t recognize what | saw in his eyes. 


“We're not actually brothers, Clark. Do you really think | 
should go to Chicago?” 


| shook his arm off, feeling uncharacteristically 
uncomfortable with my best friend all of a sudden. 


“Well, you’re the closest thing to a brother I’ve ever had, 
dickweed. And of course you should go. It’s a great program 
and you'll love living in that city. Come on, let’s get the gang 
together and go out to celebrate. l'Il even spring for the first 
round of redheaded sluts at the bar.” 


It’s a drink, people. Of course with Ben, it was possible 
he’d meet a redhead at the bar and add her to his ever- 
growing list of ex-girlfriends, but that wasn’t what | meant. 


| was lucky to have early finals that year, so | had time to 
move my things out of the frat house and into an apartment 
before graduation. I'd still be going to school at State for 
another year, but | wasn’t going to be an active member in 
the fraternity—four years was plenty long enough. Most of 
my friends were moving away, anyway—to grad schools, 
their hometowns, or jobs in other parts of the state. 

Ben went back to his parents’ house right after 
graduation. He was going to hang out there for a few days, 
do some shopping, and then spend the summer traveling 


through Europe before starting grad school. He’d tried to 
talk me into joining him, but I’d passed. | told him it was 
because | didn’t have the money, and | refused his offer to 
fund the trip. That was all true. | wasn’t exactly rolling in 
dough. But the major thing holding me back was my hope 
that I’d get to see Noah. 


He’d finished high school the same week Ben had 
graduated. We still had our weekly telephone calls, and we 
wrote to each other all the time, but Noah hadn’t told me 
what he was going to do now that he was done with high 
school, and | hadn’t wanted to ask. | wasn’t sure whether 
that was because | didn’t want to make him feel any sense 
of obligation to follow through on the promise he’d made me 
four years earlier, or because | didn’t want to hear him say 
out loud what I’d always kKnown—that he'd moved on and 
was no longer interested in me. 


My aunt had put all of my mom’s furniture, dishes, and 
other household items in storage when | moved to school. 
The weekend after Ben’s graduation, my uncle showed up in 
a rented moving van loaded with all of those things. | got a 
couple of my buddies who hadn’t moved away yet to help 
out, and by that evening, we’d unloaded the truck into my 
new apartment. 


My uncle took me out to dinner and then set off for the 
hour-long drive back to the suburbs. I’d just finished making 
the bed, and was trying to decide whether | should unpack 
the boxes holding the kitchen supplies, when | heard a 
knock on the door. | carefully stepped over the boxes and 
the rest of the stuff scattered on the floor, and made my 
way to the door. 


When the door swung open, | had to raise my blue eyes 
to meet his hazel ones. He was about six feet five inches 
tall, and his broad shoulders looked even more imposing 
than they had when he was a kid. He was wearing orange 
sneakers, frayed canvas pants, and a long-sleeved green 


henley over a white T-shirt. He had fabric and leather 
bracelets lining both wrists and a leather braid around his 
neck holding a disk with a yin/yang symbol painted on it. His 
brown hair was long, with lighter streaks in it from time 
spent in the sun. He had a shadow on his face that wasn’t 
quite a beard, more like he hadn’t shaved in a couple of 
days. And he was holding the largest duffel bag I’d ever 
seen. 

My mouth went dry, my heart raced, and my dick got 
hard so fast it ached. Noah. 


Chapter 13 


Noah—Present 


Clark bowed his head, and | could feel a shiver run through 
his body before his shoulders began shaking. | turned him to 
me. 

“No more tears. We're home now. Everything is okay.” 


| couldn’t talk after that because my mouth was covered 
with Clark’s. 


“Missed you so damn much, Noah.” 


His words were mumbled and spoken into my mouth as 
he walked me backward out of the closet. | felt the bed hit 
the back of my knees. Clark’s warm hands took hold of the 
bottom of my sweatshirt and pulled it over my head, taking 
the T-shirt | was wearing underneath with it. 

| moaned with excitement and pushed my dick against 
his. 

“Fuck, yes, Clark.” 

My pants were next—button, zipper, then a push down 
to my feet, where Clark was squatting. He unlaced my 
shoes, took them off, and got rid of the socks and the jeans 
bunched at my ankles. Once | was naked, Clark looked over 
my shoulder at the bed. 


“That’s our bed.” 

| reached for his sweater and tried to pull it over his 
head, but my arms and shoulders were still sore, so my 
range of motion was a bit limited. Clark took over and got 


rid of his clothes. Damn, that man’s dick was something 
spectacular. Long and thick, it bobbed up and jutted straight 
out from his body. Just as mouthwatering were his big, low- 
hanging balls. | couldn’t decide which | wanted to lick and 
suck first. 


“Of course it’s our bed. You know how much | love it. | 
don’t think | can spread my arms enough yet for you to tie 
me to the posts at the ends of the bed, but I’m sure we can 
figure something out with the slats on top.” 


Clark nuzzled my neck. 


“Anything you need, sweetheart. You know that, right? 
l'Il give you anything you need, Noah.” 


| had always had a darker side to me than Clark. He 
knew that, of course, because it was the reason we had any 
kink at all in our sex life. I’d always realized that, unlike me, 
Clark would have been perfectly satisfied with a vanilla sex 
life. And it’s not like | didn’t enjoy the vanilla. | enjoyed 
every moment with him. But | also wanted something else— 
not something more or less, just something else to add to 
the mix. 

We'd played around with it from time to time during the 
course of our relationship, but I’d never wanted to push him 
too far. Over the three years that we’d been apart, though, 
I'd learned a lot more. Not that I’d fooled around with other 
guys. But all those nights alone left a lot of time for porn. 
And | definitely gravitated toward a certain type of porn. 
Now that he was back, there were some fantasies | wanted 
to explore. Not right away, but damn soon. 

“Let’s get in bed.” 

Clark walked us over to the side of the bed, shoved the 
comforter aside, and eased me down onto the cool sheets. 
Then he got in, pulled the blanket over us, and straddled my 
waist. 


His mouth found mine again and we kissed passionately. 
It felt so good and so right to be with him again, to have him 
in our home and in our bed. | thrust my dick up against his. 

“I want you, Clark. | need you so much.” 

| could feel his hard cock leaving a wet trail against my 
hip. My ass clenched in response. 

“I want you too, Noah. But your body isn’t healed 
enough yet. I’m not sure what we can do.” 

| groaned with disappointment. Maybe my muscles 
needed to be stretched before | could take part in seriously 
acrobatic lovemaking. But even though getting on my hands 
and knees or having my legs pinned over my body like | 
enjoyed probably wouldn’t be the most comfortable things 
in the world, they weren’t out of the question, and | was 
horny as hell. 

Clark’s hand was soft and gentle on my cheek. 

“Noah?” 

| looked into his warm, caring eyes. 

“Yeah?” 

“I’ve had a lot of time to think over the past few years, 
about us, about you, about what | think turns you on. You 
can tell me ‘no,’ okay. It’s fine and | promise that we'll take 
care of this.” 

He stroked my cock in his gentle hand as he spoke. | 
moaned. I’d do anything he wanted. 

“What am I saying ‘no’ to?” 

“Do you want me to fuck your face, Noah?” 

Oh Jesus! My cock pulsed in his hand, my eyes rolled 
back in my head, and | stopped breathing. The words and 
the idea of Clark doing that to me were so damn erotic that | 
couldn’t speak. | just nodded. 

“I can do that, Noah. | can give you what you need.” 

He sat up and dragged me to the end of the bed. | was 
lying on my back with my head hanging over the edge of 


the mattress. Clark squatted down on the floor so that his 
face was next to mine, he put one hand under my head, and 
he spoke quietly into my ear while he petted my chest with 
his gentle touch. 

“I’m going to take you now, Noah. I'm going to put my 
cock in your mouth and l'm not going to stop until I’m ready. 
Your job is just to lie here and take it. Do you understand?” 

His voice and touch were the same as always, calm, 
kind, and gentle. But there was an iron strength in his tone 
that was new in the context of our lovemaking. That, 
combined with his description of how he was planning to 
dominate me, was enough to make me cum. Clark must 
have realized where things were heading, because his eyes 
Snapped up toward my body and then he wrapped his hand 
around the base of my dick and squeezed. 

“Correction. You have two jobs. Lie here and accept my 
cock in your mouth and in your throat. And don’t cum, 
Noah.” 

The pressure he was putting around my dick increased. 

“Do we understand each other?” 

| had closed my eyes, but | opened them in response to 
his question and searched his blue gaze. Still my Clark, my 
angel. But oh my fuck, he had gotten even hotter. 

“Answer me, Noah. Do you understand that you cannot, 
you will not cum? Not until | give you permission.” 

At that point my vocal chords made a noise I'd never 
before heard. It was a whimper, a moan, a prayer, and a 
grateful sigh, all wrapped into one. | swallowed hard and 
croaked out my answer. 

“| understand.” 

| hesitated then, not sure whether he’d be okay with 
what | had to say, but it was all so close to my fantasies that 
| had to continue. | looked into his eyes and unleashed my 
desires. 


“Thank you, sir.” 

| was half-worried I’d repulse him with that statement, 
but he didn’t even flinch. He just stroked my hair and kissed 
my cheek. 

“l'm glad we understand each other, Noah.” 

And with those words, he stood and removed the hand 
that had been cupping the back of my head, keeping it 
elevated. He ran his hands down my arms until they 
reached my wrists, then he held me in place. When | 
couldn’t move, he straddled my head and lowered his balls 
over my mouth. 

“Lick them.” 

Oh dear God, yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. 

| reached my tongue out and swiped his balls. He 
lowered himself further, so they were pressed against my 
lips, and | bathed them with my tongue. When | felt the 
pressure on my mouth increase, | understood what he 
wanted and | opened my mouth to suck first one and then 
the other testicle. 

My nose was pressed into his groin and | was filled with 
his musky scent. That and the taste and feel of his balls in 
my mouth were incredible aphrodisiacs. | was fighting for 
control of my testicles, hoping | could keep them from 
spewing my passion all over my stomach. That task was 
made even more difficult when Clark removed one of his 
hands from my wrist and | could feel motion above me as 
Clark started stroking himself. 

Watching a guy jerk off is erotic in any circumstance. 
Watching my lover do it is even more so. But watching him 
do it while he had my body pinned down and was forcing me 
to lick and suck his balls, well, that made my cock harder 
than it had ever been, and my balls ache. 

| wiggled my hips, unable to stop them from moving. The 
smell of Clark’s body, the taste of his sweat and musk in my 


mouth, the feel of his heat and strength overpowering me, 
they were so damn arousing | didn’t think I’d be able to 
stave off an orgasm. 

| thought of sad stories, counted backwards, replayed 
baseball games in my mind, but none of those things 
worked. Just as | felt the tingle start and thought | wouldn’t 
be able to stop my body from spilling its seed, | found the 
one thing that could hold me back—my desire to obey Clark. 
Somehow that stopped me from cumming while 
simultaneously making me even harder. 

Clark rose up and pulled his balls from my mouth with a 
popping sound. Then he pointed his cock toward my mouth. 
| licked my lips and opened as wide as | could while he 
Slowly lowered himself into me. It had been a long time 
since I’d taken Clark’s dick in my mouth, or any dick for that 
matter, because | hadn’t been with other guys while he was 
gone. And he was huge. | mean, seriously hung. But | had 
spent a lot of intimate time with toys in both ends of my 
body over the past three years, so the invasion wasn’t more 
than | could handle. 

Clark settled his dick all the way into my mouth and 
throat until | could feel his balls and pubes against my face. 
He leaned over my body and sucked my dick into his mouth 
as he pumped his into mine. | loved the feeling of the warm, 
silky skin covering his hardness. No dildo felt like that. | 
moaned and whimpered around his cock, turned on beyond 
belief at the knowledge that he was controlling both his 
pleasure and mine. 

It took every ounce of self-restraint | had not to cum, but 
| started feeling concerned that I’d lose that battle. It all just 
felt so damn good. Then Clark gave a hard suck to my cock 
and pulled his mouth off of it. | missed the feeling of his 
mouth on me, but | was relieved at the loss because | 
figured it would allow me to maintain control of my 
impending orgasm. 


He pushed himself up and braced his hands on the 
mattress with his legs still straddling my face and his dick 
still fucking my mouth. | expected him to pump harder into 
me in that new position, but he didn’t. Instead, he dropped 
his dick all the way into my mouth and down my throat so 
far that | couldn’t breathe. Then he held himself perfectly 
still above me, reached his hand over to my dick, and ran 
one finger up the length of my cock as he spoke quietly. 

“Cum, Noah. Now.” 

My hips thrust up and | exploded with the most powerful 
orgasm I'd ever had. Clark didn’t move his dick until | was 
done shooting hot cum all over my stomach and chest, so | 
couldn’t breathe through it, which, oddly enough, seemed to 
heighten the sensation. When he finally pulled his hard cock 
out of my mouth, | gasped for air. 

“So good, Clark.” 

It was hard to get the words out, my throat ached and 
my lungs burned, but | needed him to know. 

“That was so, so good.” 

He gently moved my body so! was no longer hanging off 
the bed, put a pillow under my head, and got on the bed 
next to me. He peppered me with kisses—my neck, the spot 
behind my ear, and my cheek. 

“I love you, Noah.” 

| wanted to wrap my arms around him, but my body was 
completely boneless from that experience. 

“Me too, Clark. Love you so much. That was wonderful, 
angel. Thank you.” 

He nuzzled my neck and pressed his warm body against 
mine. That’s when | felt his hardness against my leg and 
realized that he hadn’t cum. | wrapped my hand around his 
hard cock. 

“Hey. What’s this? Why didn’t you finish?” 


He threw one leg over my body, holding himself above 
me by pressing his forearms on the mattress. 

“I| wanted to concentrate on you, make sure that you 
were enjoying yourself and that we didn’t take things too 
far.” 

He peered into my eyes. 

“That was what you needed right, Noah?” 

| knew there was a conversation at the end of that 
question. A conversation about our sex life and what turned 
me on. Hell, ld been expecting to talk to him about it 
anyway, thinking I’d need to explain what | wanted. But 
based on that little session, | gathered that he probably 
already had the idea and our talk would be more about 
confirmation. The conversation could wait until later. After 
we got some sleep, and sure as hell after he got off. 

“Almost, angel. | need one more thing.” 

He leaned down and kissed me, and then he licked his 
way down my neck to my ear. 

“Anything, Noah. Just tell me, l'Il give you anything.” 

There was a certain amount of desperation in those 
words, but | couldn’t focus on it right then. | needed him to 
cum. So | pushed my hand in between us and wrapped it 
around his cock, and then | stroked him the way | 
remembered he enjoyed it. Not too tight a grip, long, slow 
strokes intermingled with quick ones. And | whispered into 
his ear the entire time, telling him how much | loved him 
and how good he’d made me feel. It didn’t take long before 
my hand was covered in cum and Clark was moaning in my 
ear. 

He got up to go into the bathroom and came back with a 
wet washcloth to wipe off my body. After that, | finally 
relaxed completely and drifted off to sleep. My last 
conscious sensation was reaching for Clark’s balls while he 
whispered in my ear. 


“Thank you for letting me come home, Noah. | love you.” 


Chapter 14 


Noah—Present 


When | woke up, Clark and | were in the exact same 
position as when we fell asleep: his body tucked into mine, 
my hand cupping his balls, our arms around each other and 
legs tangled together, and his head buried in my neck. | 
kissed the top of his head and felt him smile in response. 

“Were you already awake or was that just a sleeping- 
beauty moment?” 


He kissed my neck, licked his way down my chest, and 
suckled my nipple. | moaned, buried my fingers in his hair, 
and pulled him up to my mouth for a long, messy kiss. Our 
mouths were locked together, tongues exploring, hands 
running wild over bare flesh when my stomach interrupted 
with a load growl. Clark laughed. 


“Hmmm. Trying to tell me something, sweetheart? 
Please, don’t hold back. No reason for subtlety.” 


“Not trying to tell you anything. Damn stomach is a total 
cock-blocker. I'm thinking of having it permanently 
removed.” 


Clark gave a light bite to my ear lobe and sat up. 

“How about | feed you instead? Give me a minute to see 
whether there’s anything edible in the kitchen. Otherwise, 
l'Il go pick something up.” 

| wove my fingers with his. 

“Don’t want you to leave.” 


“Aw, sweetheart. I’m so sorry for hurting you like | did. | 
Shouldn’t have left, Noah. Please believe me when | tell you 
that it won’t happen again. No matter what, l'Il stand by 
you.” 

“I won’t ever give you reason to leave again. | cherish 
you, Clark. l'Il make sure you never doubt that.” 


| raised my body so I was sitting behind Clark and rested 
my head on his back. 


“I'll come help in the kitchen.” 


“You're supposed to be taking it easy, Noah. You can 
come keep me company, but you sit and that’s it.” 

We walked into the kitchen with our arms around each 
other. That wasn’t new or a result of our separation. From 
day one, Clark had been an extremely affectionate 
boyfriend. He doted on me, and always found reasons for 
our bodies to touch and connect. | loved that about him, 
loved how he made me feel, loved how proud he was of us 
as a couple. 


| sat at the kitchen table, watched Clark go through the 
refrigerator and throw just about everything out, and felt 
grateful that he was back. I’d been so alone, so incredibly 
incomplete without him. 

“I’m not even opening some of these containers. You 
were in that hospital for six weeks. No chance these things 
are still edible.” 


When the fridge was empty, he dug through the freezer 
and found some bagels, sausages, and tater tots. 

“Okay, this isn’t going to be the breakfast of champions, 
but it'll curb that growling stomach of yours. l'Il go grocery 
shopping later today when you’re taking a nap.” 

“No way. | don’t sleep alone ever again. We’ll go to the 
store together. It’s good for me to walk around. Think of it as 
physical therapy.” 


Clark must have liked my comment, because he dropped 
the food on the counter, walked over to me, and gave mea 
soft, sweet kiss. 


“Love you, Noah.” 


After breakfast, we took a shower, hit the grocery store, 
and then settled on the couch in our sweats. | sat with my 
back leaning on the arm of the sofa and Clark sat between 
my legs, leaning against my chest. He had his laptop and 
typed away for a few hours while | flipped through channels 
and pretended to watch television. In reality, | was just 
enjoying the feeling of Clark’s body, the knowledge that he 
was home with me, and the calmness and security he 
always brought to me. 

“There’s no way | can concentrate on work if you keep 
doing that.” 


“Doing what? | haven’t moved.” 


He shifted his ass and | realized my hard-on had grown 
to the point where it was pressing insistently against its 
favorite location. 


“Mmmm. | love feeling you up against me, Noah.” 


Clark kept rubbing and | thought I’d lose my mind if he 
didn’t let me in. 


“Jesus, Clark. It’s been three years. Are you going to 
make me beg?” 


He snickered and kept up the light touch without giving 
me anything more. Then he set the laptop on the floor, 
stripped off his clothes, and leaned over my prone body. 


“You want my ass, Noah?” 
| nodded and licked my lips, hoping | wasn’t drooling. 
“Okay. But we do this my way. Sit up.” 


| scrambled into a sitting position, my heart racing, my 
cock trying to poke a hole in my pants. Clark pulled my 
Sweats down over my erection, and let the elastic snap 
against my balls. 

“Ungh! Fuck.” 

He was leaning over me, looking into my eyes. 

“Feel good?” 

| threw my head back against the couch and stared at 
him. 

“Yeah.” | swallowed. “Yes, that feels good.” 

Clark nodded in understanding. 


“Then we'll keep it there. Let you feel the pressure on 
your balls while I’m fucking myself on your prick. Still keep 
the lube in the nightstand drawer?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

| gasped the words out as my body trembled with 
anticipation and arousal. Clark stood back up and walked to 
the bedroom. When he returned with the half-empty bottle 
of lube, he had a smirk on his face. 


“Looks like you’ve been a busy boy while | was gone, 
Noah.” 

| had a moment of panic, not wanting him to think there 
had been other men in our bed. 


“| didn’t use it with anyone else. It was just when | was 
alone, getting myself off. There was nobody else. | promise.” 

Clark’s eyes softened and he closed the distance 
between us immediately; his hand stroked my cheek and he 
kissed me gently. 

“Shhh. | know that, sweetheart. | was just teasing 
because | saw all your new toys. That drawer is pretty full. | 
can’t wait to try them on you.” 

| nodded and blinked back tears. Damn it. How long 
would it take me to forget what I’d done and put that 


chapter of our lives behind us? He said he forgave me and | 
knew he meant it. So | had to find a way to forgive myself, 
or else the past would keep shadowing our future. 

All thoughts flew out of my head when | saw Clark 
wetting his fingers and reaching behind his back. | couldn’t 
see him penetrate his ass, but the look on his face and his 
legs shifting farther apart told me exactly what he was 
doing. My dick was drooling and my balls were aching from 
a need for release and the pressure of the elastic digging 
into them. Fuck, that felt good. When Clark finished 
prepping himself, he covered my dick with Wet, pulled me to 
the edge of the sofa, then turned his back to me and 
straddled my legs. 

“You don’t move, Noah. I’m in charge.” 

| dug my fingers into the couch cushions, planted my 
feet on the ground, and watched my lover lower himself 
over my cock. He had pulled it off my stomach and was 
holding it out with one of his hands while he braced himself 
with his other hand. He found his pucker and pushed down 
against my dick until | broke through the tight ring of muscle 
and slipped into surging heat. 


Clark slid his ass down my shaft and | could feel his 
channel stretching to accommodate me. When he finally 
took me in completely, his ass settled on my balls and my 
cock filling him, we both groaned. | wanted to thrust up and 
move my dick in and out of that tight heat, but he had told 
me not to move. 


“Please.” | finally let out a plea. “Please help me cum.” 


Clark moaned and rolled his hips, then raised and 
lowered himself on my dick. He tugged me in deep, then 
moved up until just my crown remained imbedded in his 
body. 


“Feels good, Clark. So good.” 


“Touch me, Noah. Stroke my cock while | fuck myself on 
yours.” 


“Jesus, yes.” 


| moved my hand from the death grip | had on the couch 
and enjoyed the smooth warmth of Clark’s cock. His hips 
Snapped and | knew he had hit his spot with my cock when 
he gasped. Then he increased his speed and kept the same 
angle as he raised and lowered himself on my dick in rapid 
succession. My hand flew on his dick in a desperate attempt 
to bring him off. 

“Clark, I’m right there, right fucking there. Please let me. 
Jesus, fuck. Please.” 


Just when | thought I’d cry with denied need, Clark threw 
his head back against my shoulder and shouted. 


“Now, Noah. Cum with me now.” 


| bit his neck and filled him deep with my seed as | felt 
wet heat slide over my fingers. | moved my hand to my 
mouth and licked his cum off of it while he looked back over 
his shoulder and watched me. Clark’s blue eyes darkened 
and he reached his tongue out and joined my lips and 
fingers. 

“So fucking hot, Noah. You drive me crazy.” 


Clark— Past 


| stood aside so he’d have room to walk into the apartment, 
but neither of us said a word. We just gazed at each other. | 
shut the door behind him, never taking my eyes off of his. 
Then | closed the distance between us slowly. | figured he 
could stop me if he didn’t want me to get closer, but he 
didn’t. Instead, he whimpered, dropped his bag, and closed 
his eyes when my lips met his. 


The memory of my first kiss with Noah, my first kiss with 
anyone, my only kiss with anyone, had gotten me through 
many lonely nights. Over the years, | thought I’d blown it up 
in my mind, that it couldn’t possibly have been as incredible 
as l’d remembered. But that second kiss told me that, if 
anything, I’d forgotten the details and how good it'd actually 
been. 


Soft lips, warm breath on my face, his tongue playing 
with mine, his arms wrapped around me, holding me close, 
his muscular chest pressed against mine, my arms around 
his neck and my fingers playing with his hair. And a feeling | 
definitely hadn’t experienced when we were leaning over 
the car console kissing—his hardness pressing against mine. 
My cock had filled so quickly that my knees almost buckled. 
| was certain | could cum in my pants just from that—kissing 
Noah and feeling his aroused body against me. But | wanted 
more. 


| moved my hand down his chest, over his nipples, 
rubbed his stomach, and pushed my way under his shirt. 

“Ungh.” 

Noah moaned when our skin made contact. It had to be 
the hottest damn sound I’d ever heard. | pushed my hand 
down over his hard dick and we both trembled. 


Okay, if the fact that | still hadn’t developed any interest 
in girls and the many hours I’d spent over the past four 
years watching man-on-man porn weren't enough to 
convince me, the fact that | was becoming completely 
undone by the feeling, smell, and taste of Noah, were most 
certainly enough to seal the deal: | was gay. Well, Mom, | 
thought to myself, / guess we know where things went. 
Thank fucking goodness. 

“Tell me what you want, Noah.” 


| mumbled into his neck as | gnawed on his skin. He 
pulled away reluctantly and bent down by his duffel bag. 


Then he opened a side pocket with shaky hands and 
fumbled through it. 


“Tell me what we can do. | brought my birth certificate to 
prove I’m eighteen, my admissions paperwork to prove I’m 
enrolled in State, so we're in the same stage of life, or 
whatever, and test results showing I’m clean for every 
fucking disease known to man. They’re in here, let me find 
them.” 

“I know when your birthday was and | trust you on the 
rest of it, Noah.” 

| bent over to pull him up to his feet and the back of his 
neck came into my line of sight. | ran my fingers down the 
row of numbers running from the bottom of his hairline, 
down his long neck, to his shirt collar. 

“What is this? Did you get a tattoo? “ 

He covered my hand with his, gave me a squeeze, then 
spoke in a gravelly voice. 

“It’s a constant reminder of the day | knew there was a 
reason to keep going, a reason to be a decent man. The day 
| met my angel.” 

032496 .... 

March 24, 1996, the date | met Noah. He had branded 
himself for me. | groaned with arousal, ran my tongue over 
the numbers imprinted in his skin, turned him around, and 
sucked up a mark on the front of his neck. | was suddenly 
filled with an overwhelming desire to keep going until his 
entire body was covered with evidence that | owned him. 

“Do you like it, Clark?” 

“Oh hell yeah. Makes me feel like you belong to me.” 

“That’s because | do belong to you. Always have. Always 
will, angel.” 

| groaned, dug my fingers into his firm ass, and pulled 
his crotch against mine. 


“Do you want to go to the bedroom?” 

Noah clutched me tightly, panting. Eventually, he 
seemed to get his breathing under control. He let go of my 
body and picked his duffel bag back up. 

“Fuck, yes. If | don’t get some action soon, my dick is 
going to buy a one way ticket to someone else’s pants.” 

He walked toward the hallway leading to the bedroom. 
Oh, what a great ass. | made a low, throaty moan, 
swallowed hard, and followed my future. 


Chapter 15 


Noah—Present 


We sat on the couch together, reveling in the afterglow. | 
wrapped my arms around Clark and held him tight, feeling 
settled and calm deep down. 

“Mmm. | like it when you take control.” 

He sighed and kissed the side of my neck. 

“I know. Sorry | didn’t do enough of that before. | was 
young and | didn’t understand.” 

| nuzzled his neck. 

“| don’t want you to do anything you don’t feel 
comfortable doing, angel. It has to work for both of us or it 
won't work at all, you know?” 

He stood up and my cock slipped out of his ass, making 
us both groan. Then he pulled on his pants and shirt, raised 
my sweats back up, sat down next to me, and looked into 
my eyes. 

“Noah?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can we stop with the pronouns now and call a spade a 
Spade?” 

| nodded. 

“Domination, | can handle. But | can’t hurt you, 
sweetheart. Not really. | mean some light bondage, maybe a 
little spanking is fine, but full on torture or humiliation | just 


can’t do. And I can’t do it in public. None of it. It has to stay 
between us, just like the rest of our lovemaking.” 

It pleased me to no end that Clark not only understood 
my needs, but saw them as an extension of our love and not 
as some depraved, twisted, sickness. 

“You’ve really given this a lot of thought, haven’t you?” 

“Of course | have. I’ve spent a lot of time wondering if 
one of the reasons you cheated is that you weren’t satisfied 
with our sex life, that | didn’t give you what you wanted in 
and out of the bedroom. | want to please you, Noah. | want 
that so much. But | don’t know how far | can take things.” 


| closed my eyes and tried to explain what | wanted. 

“| just ....” 

Clark stroked my arms, then took my hands in his and 
squeezed them as | tried to find my words. 

“You know how when we go out to eat, you order for 
me?” 

He nodded. 

“I like that. With you, | mean. Not with anyone else. With 
the rest of the world, | feel like | have to be on guard all the 
time, like they might want something, do something, or say 
something. | can’t show weakness. | have to be strong. | 
have to be in complete control. But when I’m with you, | can 
shut down all my defenses and let go. It’s not just that | can 
give over control to you; it’s that | love doing it. It makes me 
feel safe and cared for. | don’t want you to humiliate me, | 
don’t want us to take our sex life on the road, and I’m not 
interested in serious pain. When | submit to you, when 
you're in charge, it feels like | have no worries in the world, 
because you’re handling things, you’re taking care of me. 
That’s what | want. Does that make any sense?” 


Clark kissed me deeply and | saw tears in his eyes. 


“Yeah, it does. It’s also sexy as hell. | love taking care of 
you, sweetheart. In and out of bed.” 


| dropped my forehead against his and felt the tension 
release from my body. | couldn’t even be amazed at how 
easy that conversation had been, because that’s how things 
always were between us. We had always been on the same 


page. 


Clark— Past 


When we got to the bedroom, Noah dropped his duffel bag 
and turned to look at me. We were standing about a foot 
and a half apart from each other at the end of the bed. | 
kept expecting awkwardness to seep into the air. We hadn’t 
seen each other in four years, after all. Yes, we’d talked on 
the phone religiously, but that’s not the same thing. Plus, 
other than that good-bye kiss, we’d never had a physical 
relationship. Anyway, there was no awkwardness. Instead, 
the air was filled with heat and anticipation. 


Noah reached down and pulled off his henley and the T- 
shirt underneath it in one movement. | admired his defined 
chest while he toed off his shoes, then removed his belt, 
opened the button on his pants, and pushed them down to 
the ground. Without realizing what | was doing, | had been 
removing my clothes in step with him, so by the time he 
was standing naked in front me, | was naked in front of him. 
We drank each other in, eyes running freely over each 
other’s bodies. 

Why he’d want to look at me when he could just stare in 
a mirror was beyond me. The man was stunning. His chest 
and shoulders were broad and muscular. His skin was tan all 
over and covered with a light sprinkling of dark hair that 
culminated in enticing curls at the base of his hard cock. 
And those hazel eyes captivated me, just as they had the 
first night I'd met him. 


“You're so beautiful, Clark. You’ve always been so very 
beautiful.” 


| blushed and shook my head. He was striking, stunning. 
| trembled with a need to touch that magnificent body. 


“Can l... | want to... Will you let me taste you, Clark?” 


Oh, now, that was about the sexiest thing ever. Strong, 
tough Noah Forman standing in front of me completely 
naked and asking for permission to suck me off. 

| sat down at the end of the bed and spread my knees in 
invitation. He walked over and dropped to his knees 
between mine. Then he bent his head forward and licked my 
balls. Oh Jesus. That felt so fucking good! 


His hands were on my hips, holding me tight, and he 
was mouthing, licking, and sucking on my balls with serious 
gusto. | could hear the slurping intermingled with his moans. 
Every once in a while, he’d move his face up from my balls 
and run his cheek over my cock. | felt his stubble against 
the sensitive skin of my cockhead and lost it. 

“Oh. Oh. Oh. Noah, that’s so good. So damn good. I’m 
gonna. Gonna. Oh!” 

When he heard those words, Noah raised his head and 
took my crown into his mouth. Then he sucked on it as | 
spilled my seed into him. | heard his muffled groans as | 
shot and felt wet warmth on my leg. 

“Jesus, Noah!” 

| gasped and then reached down so | could put my 
hands under his arms and pull him up. He stood between 
my knees and | found myself face-to-face with his still hard 
cock, dripping with cum. 

“Did you get off just from sucking me?” 

| licked the cum off of his dick, taking more time than 
was absolutely necessary to get the job done. I’d spent so 
many lonely nights fantasizing about Noah—what the 
grown-up version would look like naked and hard, how his 


Skin would taste, how his dick would feel against my tongue. 
As | tasted his cum on my tongue, | decided that the answer 
to all three questions was the same: hot, arousing, and 
addictive. 


“I’m sorry. | just... you’re just... | couldn’t help it.” 

| rose to my feet. We were standing, pressed together, 
and | looked into his eyes. 

“Don’t apologize. That’s the sexiest thing | can imagine. 
| love Knowing that I turn you on so much, sweetheart.” 


| tensed when the endearment left my mouth. Where 
had that come from? 


“Oh man.” 


Noah panted the words out and then our lips met again. 
| mouthed his bottom lip between mine, then his top lip, and 
finally his tongue. We pressed our tongues into each other’s 
mouths and sucked and moaned together. Then we both 
crawled onto the bed and shoved the covers away until we 
could get underneath them. 


Noah rolled on top of me, connecting our bodies from 
head to toe. He was warm and hard and perfect. | flipped 
him onto his back and kissed him deeply. 


“Mph! Clark, please.” 

He thrust his dick up. | growled and sucked another mark 
up on his neck as | moved my hands all over his body, 
tweaking nipples, feeling the hair on his stomach leading 
down to his dick, squeezing his balls. And all the while, | 
kept sucking and licking his neck and his chest. 

“Oh Clark! | need you to fuck me. Please, oh, please. 
Fuck me!” 

| growled and bit his chest, sucked his nipples until they 
were hard pebbles standing at attention, and moved my 
hand from his balls and down his cleft. 

“Yes!” 


Noah pushed his ass down against my fingers. Damn, 
was he ever needy. What a giant fucking turn-on that was. 

“I have to get something, Noah. I’m not sure what | 
have. Hold on. Let me check the medicine cabinet.” 


“I have a bottle of lube in the side pocket of my duffel 
bag.” 

He blushed and closed his eyes. 

“Have you been planning this, sweetheart?” 


“I’ve been planning this for about five years, Clark. And | 
love hearing you call me that.” 


| moved my hands to his face and stroked his cheeks. 


“It’s how | think of you. How I’ve thought of you for a 
long time, Noah. That okay?” 


He kissed me tenderly. 
“Better than.” 


| rubbed my nose against his, nuzzled his neck, then 
scrambled off the bed to find the lube. The bottle was right 
where he said it'd be. | noticed it hadn’t been opened and 
smiled to myself. Then | crawled up the bed and knelt 
between Noah’s legs. 

| poured some lube onto my fingers and moved them up 
and down his cleft before concentrating on the tight ring of 
muscles at his opening. | massaged that area gently until | 
felt him relax, then pushed a finger in. 

“Ahh.” 


Noah moaned, but didn’t pull away. | curled my finger up 
and moved it around until | felt the smooth ball inside, and 
massaged it as | took Noah’s dick into my mouth and sucked 
On it. 

| couldn’t get all of him down my throat, like I’d seen the 
guys do in porn, but | figured maybe | just needed more 
practice. Noah didn’t seem to mind, anyway. He was 
moaning and whimpering, calling my name, and clutching 


my head as | continued to lick and suck him into my mouth 
while | added a second and then a third finger into his ass 
and scissored them apart so that | could stretch him and get 
him ready for me. 

I’m not like Mister Hung or anything. Well, | didn’t think | 
was, anyway. It’s not like | had a clue how big other guys 
were when they got hard. But | knew | was as big as a few of 
those porn actors, and at least a couple of inches bigger 
than Noah, and | didn’t want to hurt him. 


| was concentrating on Noah, enjoying his moans, the 
warmth of his body surrounding my fingers, the feeling and 
taste of his cock on my tongue, when he pulled my head off 
of him. 

“I’m on the edge, Clark. And | want to finish with you 
inside of me.” 

| kissed the tip of his cock, poured more lube onto my 
fingers, and pushed it inside him. Then | sat back on my 
haunches and draped Noah’s thighs over mine. | bent down 
over him, lined my cock up with his opening, and pushed in 
past the ring of muscles. 

Noah made a noise that sounded like a whimper, so | 
stopped and kissed him. 

“Do you want me to pull it out? Is it too much?” 

He grasped my hips and held me in place. 

“Don’t you dare! You just have a huge dick. But, it feels 
good—different, but good. Don’t stop.” 

So | didn’t. | pushed in slowly as | kissed his cheeks, 
sucked on his earlobe, and licked his neck. It didn’t take 
long for me to feel his pubes against me and | knew | was all 
the way in. 

“You feel so good inside, Noah. So hot and tight. Is this 
okay? Can | move?” 

His eyes were closed and he was panting. 

“Feels good for me too. Yes, move. Fuck me.” 


Thank goodness | had just cum because, otherwise, I'd 
have lost it right then. | was pretty damn close to blowing 
again as it was. | moved myself in and out of Noah, enjoying 
the feeling of his body inside and out. We moaned together 
and he scratched his nails up and down my back while | 
licked and sucked the beads of sweat off of his neck. 


| changed the angle of my thrusts until | hit the right 
spot and Noah’s entire body shook. 

“There! Right there.” 

| kept pressing my cock against that spot over and over 
again. Our bodies were sweaty and Noah’s dick was trapped 
between our stomachs, rubbing on our wet skin while | 
moved in and out of him. 

“Oh, make me cum... please, Clark... harder... oh! 
There... harder... gonna... so close... Please make me cum... 
yes!” 

| felt his dick pulse and the wetness between our 
stomachs as his ass tightened around my cock, and then | 
lost it. | held his shoulders tight and pushed my dick in as 
far as | could, unloading deep into his bowels while letting 
out a triumphant shout. 

“Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. That felt so good. You’re so 
good at that, Clark.” 

| kissed him and held him close to me. Eventually, | lifted 
my head up, brushed his hair off of his face, and looked into 
his eyes. He looked dazed and satisfied, but also a little sad. 

“What’s wrong, Noah?” 


He blushed and turned away, but he didn’t lie. Noah 
never lied to me. 


“I’m being a jackass. Don’t worry about it.” 
“What are you talking about? Tell me.” 


“I’m just feeling a little jealous. | didn’t realize you'd 
been with other guys. | mean, of course you have. You’ve 


been in college alone for four years. I’m being stupid.” 

| kissed him and licked his lips. 

“| haven’t been with anyone else, ever. You're my first, 
Noah. First everything.” 

He looked surprised and happy. 

“Yeah?” 

| nodded. 

“Mmm-hmm. If you didn’t know that, you shouldn’t have 
let me do this without a condom. Please don’t ever let 
anyone do that, sweetheart.” 

“You're not just anyone. | trust you. | know you’d never 
hurt me. Hell, you wouldn’t touch me no matter how much | 
threw myself at you. And besides, there’ll never be anyone 
else now that | have you.” 

| loved hearing that, wanted it to be true more than 
anything, but | didn’t want to cage Noah in. He was still so 
young. 

“Noah, you don’t have to make me that promise. | know 
you've been with other guys, but you’re just eighteen and 
you might want more experiences. Besides, I’m kind of a 
boring person. Not like your other friends.” 

He put his hands on my cheeks and held my face right in 
front of his. 


“Clark?” 
“Yeah?” 


“I was willing to put up with the whole ‘you’re only 
thirteen so you must not really know what you're feeling’ 
shit when | was a kid. It was bullshit and | knew it, but | was 
willing to put up with it. That’s done now. I’m an adult and | 
know what I want. I’ve wanted to be with you since that first 
day | saw you in my bedroom. Like an angel come to rescue 
me. My angel. Getting to Know you just increased that want. 
| would rather do nothing with you every day of the week 


than everything with anyone else. And after what we just 
did, man, you are not going to be able to shake me. Ever.” 

| thought about insisting that he think about it, telling 
him that he had a long life ahead of him and I'd wait. But I’d 
been waiting for him for so long already. And hadn’t | been 
his age when I went to school? | hadn’t met any other guys, 
never had any interest in other guys. So how was that any 
different? Noah was right; he was an adult and | had to trust 
him to know his feelings. 

“Okay. Thank you, sweetheart.” 

He smiled, cuddled up against me as tight as possible, 
buried his head in my neck, and cupped my balls in his big 
hand. 

“Oh, and Clark?” 

“Yeah?” 


“There haven’t been other guys. Well, there were before 
we met and a few more after that. But they were just hand 
jobs and blow jobs. Nothing else. | stopped messing around 
with other guys completely after that couple of days | spent 
at Pat’s house when | was all tweaked out. So, you’re my 
first too.” 

“Really? But you said....” 


“Really. And | didn’t say anything different. You assumed 
and | didn’t correct you, because | wanted you and | thought 
that would improve my odds. Make you feel less like you 
were taking advantage of me or something. Not that it 
worked. Who knows, maybe | would have fucked the whole 
gay population of Emile City if you hadn’t come around. But 
you did and | didn’t. So here we are, a couple of ex-virgins 
with a new bottle of lube and an entire summer ahead of us 
before classes start. Any ideas of what we can do to pass 
the time?” 


Chapter 16 


Noah—Present 


| woke up alone. Again. Three years of waking up alone and 
| still wasn’t used to it, still hated it. But it was different this 
time. This time, | could smell him on the sheets. | pressed 
myself into the pillow next to me. Yup, that was Clark, not 
just an elaborate version of my usual dreams—dreams of 
Clark laughing, Clark moaning, Clark cumming, Clark... just 
Clark. 

| rubbed the sleep from my eyes and it all came back to 
me—the fact that Clark had come back to me. The 
heaviness lifted from my heart and the stomach pain that 
had been my constant companion for the past three years 
cleared away. The sheets felt cold, so he must have been up 
for longer than a middle-of-the-night trip to the can. 

| shuffled out of bed and found him in the living room, 
sitting on the couch. He was curled into a ball, trying to 
keep warm. | walked back to the bedroom, dragged the 
blanket off of the bed, and took it to the couch. 

“Hey. You okay?” 

He looked up at me and smiled. 

“Yeah. Just couldn’t sleep. Didn’t want to wake you by 
tossing and turning in bed, so | came out here.” 

| sat next to him and wrapped the blanket around us. 
Clark put his head on my shoulder and drew figure eights on 
my chest with his finger. 


“If you’d have woken me, you could’ve tossed my salad, 
turned me over, and fucked me until you came in our bed. 
That surely would have helped you sleep.” 

| hoped | wasn’t being too explicit, but after the previous 
night, | figured we were done skirting around my sexual 
needs, and | could make jokes without upsetting him. 

“Wow, Noah. That’s impressive even for you. You turned 
that sentence into a double entendre in three ways with one 
move.” 

| chuckled and waggled my eyebrows. 

“What can I say? You inspire me. l'Il show you how much 
in a minute, but first talk to me about what’s been keeping 
you up all night.” 

He didn’t say anything for a long couple of minutes. 

“We've already established that the bed is the same. 
And this is our old couch and coffee table. | recognize the 
dining room table too. The only thing missing is....” 

“I burned it.” 

He coughed out a surprised response. 

“What?” 

“My grandma’s plaid armchair. The one | was sitting in 
that night. | torched the fucker. Covered it with a bottle of 
kerosene and lit a match.” 

He pulled his head off of my chest and stared at me. 

“Jesus, Noah!” 

“I| made sure it was in the middle of a big concrete pad, 
no combustibles around. Still, that polyester fabric burned 
like a motherfucker. Singed my eyebrows. Totally worth it.” 

He lowered his eyes and his voice. 

“Why did you do it?” 

“Because looking at it reminded me of the moment in 
time when | fucked up both of our lives. It was either burn 
the chair or....” 


“That’s not what | meant.” 


His voice was a whisper. | had to take a second to 
process what he’d said, and then | understood. But before | 
could answer, he spoke again. 

“I spent so much time being angry, Noah. At first, | was 
angry with you. Angry that you were cheating, angry that 
you were doing it in our home, angry that you were doing it 
where you had to know | was likely to see. After that, | was 
angry with myself. Angry that | missed the signs, angry that 
| wasn’t giving you what you needed to the point where you 
wanted someone else, and angry that | drove you to a place 
where you wanted me to see you doing it. You had to know 
I'd walk in on you. You set me up, right?” 

My voice raced out. 

“Yes, Clark, but it’s not like...—” 


“Yeah. You set me up. So that sucked, when | realized it. 
| was happy and | thought you were too. | hated that | was 
so out of touch with you, with what you needed. It made me 
question everything, made feel like | could never really 
please you. 


“For years | played the scene from that night over and 
over in my mind. | wondered how many guys there had 
been before that one. | wondered how many hints | had 
missed before you felt like you had to bring him into our 
home and set me up to catch you. | thought that if only | 
hadn’t been so dense, | would have realized that you were 
dissatisfied with our life and then maybe | could have 
changed and been what you wanted or maybe you just 
needed a break, you were so young when we got together, 
maybe you just wanted more experiences, or maybe....” 


| could think of only one way to get him to stop talking, 
so | could get control over the conversation. | climbed onto 
his lap, straddled him, and pillaged his mouth with mine. 
Filling him up with my tongue finally made the words stop 


and the moans start. The taste of him in my mouth and the 
feel of his body against mine almost distracted me, but 
explaining the reason for my stupidity three years prior was 
too important to ignore. | pulled my mouth off of his and 
smiled at his dazed expression. 

“My turn.” | nuzzled his neck. “I have to explain what 
happened that night, because you need to understand that 
there weren’t any other guys and that | was happy, angel. | 
was so damn happy and satisfied with you and our life.” 


He looked confused. 
“Then why, Noah? Why did you push me away like that?” 


“Because | wanted to prove that you wouldn’t leave me. 
| wanted to prove that you’d stay with me no matter what.” 


Nothing from Clark. Just a shocked expression and his 
mouth hanging open in disbelief. 


“Yeah. | know. Not my finest hour. | had it all planned 
out. You’d walk in on us, I’d apologize, you’d forgive me, and 
then he’d understand. But when I saw the hurt in your eyes, 
| realized how stupid | was being. Realized | didn’t need to 
prove anything to him. Realized there were some things that 
can’t be forgiven, like how much | clearly hurt you in that 
moment.” 

Clark was shaking his head, eyes closed, brow furrowed. 


“| don’t under... so many questions... who is ‘he’? Who 
didn’t you need to prove anything to?” 

“Ben.” 

“Your brother? What does your brother have to do with 
this?” 

| thought about lying or deflecting or refusing to answer 
him. How many more times could my brother hurt Clark? 
But | owed him the truth. 

“We fought that day. After he called and | met him. We 
fought about all the usual things—me being gay, my family 
being homophobic. You know the drill. Ben was mad | hadn’t 


come home for Christmas. | said | wasn’t going to go to a 
place where we weren’t welcome. He said it wasn’t fair of 
me to expect my family to understand my /ifestyle choice.” 

| snickered at that last bullshit gem and rolled my eyes, 
then continued. 


“I said my family should support me and want to be with 
me no matter what; that their love should be unconditional. 
He said nothing was unconditional, including your feelings 
for me. | told him he was wrong. He challenged me to prove 
it. | clearly lost my fucking mind, because | agreed. That’s 
when he threw down the gauntlet. He said if | expected my 
family to support me no matter who | wanted to sleep with, 
then | should expect the same of you.” 


Clark was still stunned, but he also looked sad and 
horrified. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his face. | 
thought he’d say sibling fighting was the stupidest reason in 
the world to do what I’d done, but he didn’t. Instead, he 
trembled and his voice shook as he responded to my 
explanation of why I’d ruined our lives. 


“And | proved him, right. | did exactly what he said I’d do 
—lI left you. I’m so sorry, Noah.” 

Damn it all to fucking hell. No! | wasn’t going to let him 
feel bad about this. 


“Clark, stop it. First off, you’re here, aren’t you? So that 
means he was wrong. And, to be clear, | always knew you'd 
be back. Besides, there’s a huge difference between 
expecting my parents to accept who | want to sleep with— 
something that has absolutely nothing to do with them—and 
expecting my lover to accept me sleeping around on him. 
Especially without talking about it first. Even more so in our 
home. And to shove it in your face like that. 


“It was too much, way too much. But | didn’t realize it 
until you were standing in front of me with pain in your 


eyes. And by then it was too late, the damage was done. So 
| froze, no words came out, and then you were gone.” 

Tears ran down his face and he wiped them away with 
the back of his hand. 


“| didn’t leave because you cheated. | could have gotten 
past it. It wouldn’t have been easy, it hurt like hell, but | 
could have. | stopped being mad about the blow job long 
before | left the city limits.” 

He swallowed, composed himself, and continued. 


“What | couldn’t get over was you sitting there and not 
saying a word. Every time | picked up the phone to call you, 
every time | got in the car to drive home, every time | 
wanted to mail a letter I’d written, every damn time | did 
any of those things, l’d remember you looking at me and 
not saying anything. I’d remember that you wanted me to 
catch you with him. And I knew you wanted me to leave. You 
wanted us to be over and you just couldn’t end it yourself, 
so you pushed me to do it for you.” 

“Oh Clark. No....” 


“So that’s been my justification all these years. That | 
was doing what you wanted me to do. That | was being 
strong and proving how much | love you by staying away, 
like you wanted. But | was stupid. | should have talked to 
you, asked you why, and then tried to fix it. It took me three 
years to figure that out, but as soon as | did, | came back.” 

Well, there was nothing else to say at that point. Yeah, | 
wished he hadn't left, but | understood. Hell, I'd understood 
when | thought he’d left because | cheated one time. 
Leaving because he'd thought I’d been doing it for a while 
and l’d orchestrated having him catch me because l’d 
wanted him gone was an even better reason. Besides, he 
was back, just like I’d always known he would be. 


“Well, let’s just be grateful that nightmare interlude in 
our lives is over and we’ve moved on. You’re back now and 


everything is okay.” 
The chords in his neck were pulsing and his body was 
tense. 


“Just like that? | walk back in and the last three years 
disappear? We’re back together, back in sync, tight as 
always, like it was all just a bad nightmare. How is that 
possible? How can it be that easy, Noah?” 

“Easy? You're saying being apart was easy for you? 
Because | felt like | was crawling out of my skin every day. | 
forced myself to eat and drink and sleep and breathe by 
sheer power of will, so l’d be whole once you came back to 
me.” 


“No, sweetheart. The being apart was pure misery. But 
us, coming back together, that’s been easy and smooth 
since the day that | walked into the hospital.” 


“Of course it has. We're right together, Clark. It’s 
Supposed to be easy and smooth. It shouldn’t be hard when 
it’s right. And it never has been hard for us, has it? Being 
together has always been the most natural thing in the 
world. It’s the being apart that was wrong, so let’s not do 
that again, ’K?” 

Clark’s body finally relaxed. He kissed my cheek. 

“As much as | wish | could, there’s no way for me to go 
back to that night and handle things differently, Noah. | 
can’t start over and give us back those years we lost. But | 
can promise you that, starting right now, we'll never be 
apart again. Not for any length of time. No matter what. | 
can promise you a happy ending.” 

| licked a line from the bottom of Clark’s neck, up his 
chin, and over his lips. 


“Can | have that happy ending right now?” 


Clark moaned into my mouth and swiped his tongue in, 
plundering and tasting. 


“Mmm-hmm.” 


We stumbled to the bedroom together, touching, 
rubbing, and kissing the entire time. When we got to the 
bed, | scrambled backward toward the headboard and 
looked up at Clark expectantly. My heart was racing, lungs 
working overtime to get air into my hyper-excited body. 
Clark crawled toward me with a gleam in his eye. 
Instinctively, | reached down and stroked my cock, watching 
him devour me with his heated gaze. When he got to my 
dick, he gave it a few swipes with his tongue, then he 
pushed my legs up and buried his face in my ass. 

“Clark!” 

He licked my cleft, poked at the ring of my muscles with 
his tongue, then alternately penetrated me and sucked on 
my pucker. | let go of my cock and took hold of my legs, 
underneath my knees, pulling them up and out. That gave 
Clark full use of his hands, which he promptly moved toward 
my asshole. 


Seconds later, he had both of his thumbs and his tongue 
buried in me, feeling the walls of my cavity, pressing 
against that spot inside, and generally driving me out of my 
mind. My eyes rolled back in my head and noises left my 
body that sounded more animal than human. Somewhere in 
all of that, Clark must have removed his mouth from my ass, 
because | suddenly felt his thick, long cock enter me. 

“Yes, Clark! Yes! Deep. Fuck me so deep.” 

He entangled his fingers with mine as he pummeled my 
hole, so damn hard, so damn deep, and so damn good. Our 
moans filled the air, both of us covered in a light sheen of 
Sweat, our tongues occasionally meeting. 

| tried to move my hand toward my cock so | could get 
that last bit of sensation and finish, but our interwoven 
hands prevented my movement. 

“Gonna fuck the cum out of you, Noah.” 


Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. Between his monster dick 
ripping into me, my body being pinned beneath his, hands 
restrained, and now those words, | was going to pass out 
from the pleasure. 

“Feel me in you, Noah? So deep inside you? Gonna cum 
so deep you'll be able to taste me.” 


| whimpered and kissed him. My entire body was 
trembling. He intermingled every few words with a 
punishing thrust. 

“Ready for me to breed you, sweetheart?” 

| nodded. My entire body shook with need. 

“I want to hear you say it, Noah. | want to hear you 
beg.” 

| threw my head back and tears of joy streamed down 
my face. 

“Please fuck me, Clark. Please make me cum. | need you 
to make me cum.” 


His mouth pressed over mine, his tongue penetrated 
me, and he gave a final, triumphant push into my ass. Then 
he stilled inside me, his dick pulsing, his eyes closed, and 
my name flowing from his lips over and over again. He’d 
never looked more beautiful. | joined him in ecstasy with the 
most powerful orgasm I’d ever had. 


Clark collapsed on top of me, sucked my neck, and tried 
to regulate his breathing. | stroked his back and whispered 
my love and devotion to him. Eventually, he pulled out of 
my ass and helped me out of bed. | leaned on him in the 
shower and stood there in a daze while he cleaned me. 


By the time we got back into bed, it was almost sunrise 
and we were both exhausted. | wrapped myself around Clark 
and smiled when he burrowed into my body, fitting all our 
nooks and crannies together. We really were so right 
together in every way. | slept soundly, warm in the 
knowledge that we were going to be okay. 


Chapter 17 


Noah—Present 


“Clark, I’m going stir-crazy. Between all that time in the 
hospital and now being cooped up at home, | need to go 
out.” 

It was Saturday afternoon; | was checking e-mails on my 
computer and Clark was working on his. | was feeling much 
better. | was even back to exercising, and | planned to go 
back to work part-time on Monday. 


“| got an e-mail from Tim. Looks like a bunch of guys are 
going out tonight. There’s karaoke at the Swallows Nest. 
Want to join them, angel?” 

Clark closed his laptop. 

“I haven’t seen Tim and Frank since | left. How are 
they?” 

My chest felt tight with the memory of those lost years. | 
tried to shake it off. 


“They’re doing well. At least | think they’re doing well. | 
really haven’t seen them much. I, um, | sort of stopped 
hanging out with everyone when you left. But they still e- 
mail me every so often and invite me out. Luckily, tonight is 
one of those invite nights.” 

Clark pulled me into his lap for a hug. 


“Why did you stop spending time with our friends, 
sweetheart?” 


| didn’t have a good answer. Mostly, | didn’t feel like 
breathing when he was gone, let alone socializing. So | just 
hit the pause button on my life and waited for him to come 
home. 

“| don’t know. It was easier that way, | guess. That way | 
didn’t have to keep explaining why you weren’t in town for a 
visit.” 

“Why would they expect you to explain that? I’d think 
they’d stop mentioning my name entirely, at least around 
you.” 

Oh, right. | forgot to mention that part. 

“I didn’t tell anyone what happened. They all think you 
were temporarily out of town for work. | didn’t tell them | 
was a complete bastard and you took a break from our 
relationship.” 

Clark kissed my neck and licked and sucked his way up 
to my ear. 

“Thank you.” 

“You're not mad?” 

He kissed me, soft lips touching, tongue seeking entry, 
then pushing into my mouth. | melted against him. 

“Not mad. I’m grateful you kept me from having to 
explain how | could have been so stupid. l'Il never forgive 
myself for leaving you, Noah.” 

“Oh angel, you have to, because l'Il never forgive myself 
for driving you away. We can’t both walk around carrying 
that guilt.” 

He stroked my temples with his fingers and flicked his 
tongue over my earlobes. 

“It'll get better. Time will pass, and those years apart will 
become a fuzzy memory.” 

That was true. It already felt like we’d never been apart. 
Like maybe it had all just been a nightmare. 


As soon as we walked toward the door at the Swallows 
Nest, | regretted my recommendation that we leave the 
house. There were only three guys in the parking lot and 
every single one of them was checking Clark out. The 
situation was bound to get worse when we got inside. 

| relaxed my fists and let blood flow to my white 
knuckles while | put my arm around my angel and pulled 
him tightly against me. | needed to get a grip. Clark smiled 
at me and rested his head on my shoulder as we walked 
inside, completely oblivious to his admirers, as usual. 


Our friend, Tim, was the first person to see us when we 
walked in. He rushed up, reached for Clark, then 
remembered himself and dropped his hands. Good. 

“Hey, Clark! | can’t believe you’re here. It’s been, what? 
Two, three years? How long are you going to be in town?” 

Clark reached his free hand up and squeezed Tim’s 
shoulder, which resulted in a panicked look from Tim. Damn, 
was | really that bad? Well, yeah, | guess | was. 

“| moved back, Tim. You’ll be seeing a lot more of me. 
And, from what | understand, a lot more of this guy too.” 

Clark laughed and hugged me. 

“Noah tells me that he’s been on a social sabbatical, but 
that’s over now.” 

Tim grinned. 

“Glad to hear it. We’ve all really missed you guys. Come 
on, let’s find Frank. He’ll be thrilled to see you.” 

We followed Tim to the bar. The bartenders were all 
wearing painted-on jeans and tight white T-shirts with the 
bar’s name on them, only the words “the” and “nest” were 
in tiny print, leaving just a large “swallows” written across 
their chests. The bar had a new owner and name since Clark 


had last been there, so he was seeing those shirts for the 
first time. He laughed out loud. One of the guys behind the 
bar saw him and smirked. 

“It’s not false advertising, cutie. I’m happy to prove it to 
you. I’m going on break in ten minutes.” 


| pulled Clark up against my waist and glared at the 
bartender. 
“We'll take your word for it, cutie. He’s off-limits.” 


| heard a giggle next to me and turned to see Clark’s 
eyes twinkling and his head shaking just a little as he looked 
at me. When I caught his eye, he gave me a tender kiss. 


“Love you.” 


My anger melted away. | kissed him back, keeping it light 
at first, then deepening it. It didn’t take long for our 
surroundings to disappear in my mind. Clark was my only 
focus. | ran my hands up and down his arms, then snaked 
them behind his waist and kneaded his tight ass. 

“Damn, man. If you aren’t going to share, at least take it 
somewhere private so the rest of us don’t eat our hearts 
out.” 


| smirked at the bartender and let Clark lead me to 
where our friends were standing. Tim had found Frank 
talking to two men | didn’t recognize. One of them was 
scowling at the other, his hip tilted to the side with his hand 
on it. 

“Gurrl, if you didn’t have such a tight ass and your 
mama’s credit card, you couldn’t get away with that piss- 
poor attitude.” 

He looked up when we got closer and raked his eyes 
over Clark’s body. | opened my mouth to tell him off when 
Tim intervened. 

“Frank, look who the cat dragged in. Clark’s finally 
home. Oh, and Terry, if you’ve got a death wish, the fastest 


way to fulfill it is to hit on Clark. | highly recommend against 
it.” 

Terry rolled his eyes, made a humph sound, and pulled 
his friend off the bar stool. 


“Let’s go back to my place and watch porn. I’m clearly 
not getting any action here tonight. Do you think it’s 
because | didn’t accessorize enough?” 

His friend laughed, put his arm around him as they 
walked away, and responded. “Bitch, the only accessory 
that would’ve matched that ensemble is a wand.” 


Frank laughed at his friends, then greeted us. 


“Noah! Clark! Hey guys. I’m so glad you came. It’s been 
way too long.” 

Like Tim, Frank instinctively reached for a hug, looked at 
me, and moved his hand in front of his body for a shake 
instead. Clark looked at me tenderly, then shook Frank’s 
hand and smiled. Yeah, it’d been three years, but our friends 
still remembered that | was a possessive asshole who didn’t 
like anyone else touching Clark. And Clark still didn’t seem 
to mind. 

It’s funny, but | hadn’t ever thought much of that in the 
past. It was truly my natural reaction, and I’d been with 
Clark since | was eighteen, so I’d never realized that it was 
unusual. But over the past three years, when | wasn’t holed 
up in our house, fixing it up, I’d occasionally met up with our 
friends. For the first time, I’d done that without Clark by my 
side. He had always consumed most of my attention, so 
without him there | noticed other people more than | ever 
had. One thing that jumped out right away was that other 
guys weren’t bothered by seeing their partners hugging 
friends. Some of them even shared kisses. Well, it bothered 
me, plain and simple. Men needed to keep their mitts off of 
Clark. He was mine. 


Just as those thoughts made their way through my mind, 
a little guy ran up to us, hopped up against Clark and 
wrapped his arms and legs around him. He kissed Clark 
soundly on the cheek with a loud smack. 

“Hey, good-looking! Didn’t expect to see you here. 
You're looking hot as ever. Those pants are doing a damn 
fine job of accentuating your beast.” 


Tim and Frank looked absolutely terrified. | was in shock. 
Nobody but me had ever come close to touching or talking 
to Clark that way. | would have torn the guy off of my lover 
and taught him some manners, but he was so much smaller 
than me that it didn’t seem like a fair fight. 


Clark laughed deeply. 


“It’s great to see you, Zach! It was a last minute thing. 
Noah wanted to get out of the house.” 


Zach slid down off of Clark and raised his head all the 
way up to look at me. Big brown eyes took over his beautiful 
pixie face. 


“Oh shit, of course. Noah, | recognize you from all those 
fucking pictures in Clark’s bedroom. It’s great to finally meet 
you. And thank you for dragging Clark’s sorry ass out, I’m in 
desperate need of a partner on stage.” 

| was so busy trying to process this angelic-looking sprite 
with the vocabulary of a sailor that | didn’t fully register his 
comment about being in my angel’s bedroom. He looked 
over at Clark and sighed. 


“Aaron refuses to go up there. I’m all set to sing a Sonny 
and Cher duet and he turned me down flat. Said he doesn’t 
want to sing in public, even if it’s Cher. Cher! | swear, Clark, 
if he hadn’t fucked and sucked me into oblivion this 
afternoon, I’d start questioning whether the man is actually 
playing for our team.” 


A deep voice from behind me joined the conversation. 


“Not this again. | thought we’d resolved that question a 
long time ago. In this very bar, if l’m not mistaken.” 

| turned my head to see a tall blond with kind eyes. He 
walked up to us, looked at Zach adoringly, wrapped his arms 
around the smaller man, and kissed the top of his head. 
Zach’s entire face lit up as he raised his gaze up to the 
blond, twined their fingers together, and kissed the back of 
his hand. Another kiss to Zach’s head, and the taller man 
looked at Clark. 


“Hey, Clark. Sorry we haven’t been by your place. Things 
have been crazy with the move.” 

The blond let go of Zach, hugged Clark, then turned to 
me and wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into a 
hug. He was only a couple of inches shorter than me, so he 
was able to reach up and talk into my ear. 


“You must be Noah. We’ve heard so much about you. We 
can’t wait to get to know you better.” 


He patted my back, then dropped his arms from my 
Shoulders and pulled Zach’s body in front of his again, 
hunching over his shoulders and rubbing his stomach. 
Clark’s eyes were sparkling and a smile covered his face. He 
was clearly glad to see these guys, so | didn’t want to make 
a scene. Plus, | wasn’t angry so much as Surprised. 


“Noah, this is my good friend, Zach Johnson and his 
partner, Aaron Paulson. | met Zach when | first moved to 
L.A., and he was a lifesaver. Showed me around, introduced 
me to his friends, even helped me find my apartment. And 
now he lives in E.C. West.” 

Aaron beamed down at his partner, but Zach just 
brushed off the compliments. 


“Please, it was nothing. But if you think | was such a big 
fucking help, I’m calling in the damn favor. You’re Sonny, I’m 
Cher, and we’re up, so shake a dick and let’s go.” 


Clark snorted out a laugh. 


“I think the saying’s shake a /eg, Zach.” 

Zach kissed his partner, then took Clark’s hand in his 
and pulled him away from me and toward the stage. 

“Oh, please, Clark. Why in the hell would anyone want to 
Shake a leg? Now, shaking dicks ....” 


Frank and Tim had been frozen in their spots, watching 
the entire exchange without saying a word. | was looking 
after Clark, trying to process what had just happened when | 
heard Tim’s voice. 

“Hey, Aaron, umm, you might want to tell Zach to take it 
easy with the touchy-feely stuff. Noah doesn’t really, ummm 


Aaron wrapped his arm around my shoulder and led me 
toward a table in front of the stage, while he spoke to Tim 
and Frank over his shoulder. 

“Don’t worry about it, Tim. Zach and Clark are old 
friends. Besides, Noah doesn’t have anything to worry about 
and he knows it.” 


He turned to me. 


“You look great, Noah. Really great. When Clark told us 
you'd been in an accident, we were worried. But | can’t tell 
that you’re hurt at all.” 


| couldn’t figure out why | wasn’t more upset that Clark 
had been talking to Aaron or that, at that very moment, he 
was on stage with Zach, who was practically grinding into 
him while doing a damn good rendition of “I Got You, Babe.” 
When we sat down and | saw the look of longing on Aaron’s 
face as he watched Zach sing and the adoring look that 
Zach returned to him from the stage, | figured it out. Those 
two guys were completely gone over each other; neither of 
them was a threat. Good thing too, because Clark really 
seemed to like them and so did |. | relaxed, drank my beer, 
and enjoyed being out with friends for the first time in way 
too long. 


Chapter 18 


Noah—Present 


After we got home from the bar, Clark and | took a fast 
Shower and got into bed. We lay on our sides, facing each 
other for a couple of seconds before Clark wrapped his arm 
around my waist and hauled me in so | was pressed against 
him from toe to dick to chest. | could feel his hard shaft and 
| knew he could feel mine. | didn’t resist, just let him pull me 
close and place my body where he wanted. 

“Did you have fun tonight?” 

He moved his face toward mine and | tipped my head 
back in anticipation. 

“Mmm-hmm. It was nice to get out, see all those guys 
again. And | really liked meeting your friends.” 

Clark licked the seam of my lips, and pushed inside 
when | opened to him. We kissed and touched, enjoying the 
comfort of being together. 

“Zach’s a great guy. He hasn’t had it easy. So much so 
that | wondered whether he was even capable of having a 
relationship or any deep connection with another person. He 
had always seemed so fun and happy on the outside, but 
locked-down and detached on the inside. When | met Aaron 
and saw the two of them together, | realized my concern 
was misplaced.” 

| sucked on Clark’s neck, ran my hand down his chest 
over his dick and down to his balls. 


“Yeah, they seem happy together. They’re a good match. 
Odd, but good.” 

| caressed Clark’s warm, heavy balls. After that, | had 
trouble talking because Clark was moaning into my mouth. 
He kissed his way down my body, suckled and nibbled on 
my nipples, dipped his tongue into my belly button, and 
sucked on my cock. My body quivered and | ran my fingers 
through his soft hair. 

“Feels good, angel. Don’t stop.” 

He sucked for a little longer, then pulled off. | whimpered 
at the loss, but Clark kissed and licked my balls, which made 
up for it. 

“I want to taste all of you tonight.” 


His tongue moved over both balls, down my perineum, 
and inched further down. My breath hitched in anticipation, | 
raised my knees up and out to provide him better access, 
and then .... 


“Give me a minute. There’s something | need to get from 
the closet.” 


| groaned and pulled him to me. 


“Don’t worry, sweetheart. | promise to eat that gorgeous 
ass of yours. My mouth is already watering for you. lII be 
right back.” 


Clark hopped off the bed, walked over to the closet, and 
returned. | looked up and saw that he was holding a handful 
of ties. My cock twitched and pearly drops dribbled from my 
slit. Clark looked at my body appreciatively. 

“I'll take that as a yes.” 

Had he asked me a question? I raised my arms up to the 
slats on the headboard, hoping that | knew where things 
were going. Clark confirmed his plan when he secured my 
wrists to the bed with the ties. Once he had me restrained, 
he slipped his fingers through the fabric against my wrist. 

“Not too tight are they, sweetheart?” 


He was so damn sweet and earnest. 
“They're perfect, angel. | feel really good.” 


A contented sigh left his mouth and his shoulders 
relaxed. 

“Close your eyes.” 

| immediately obeyed and felt another smooth tie slide 


along my cheek and across my eyes. Clark secured the 
blindfold with a loose knot. 


“Are you going to gag me too?” 

He licked my lips and kissed me. 

“Never. | love the sounds you make, love kissing you. No 
gags.” 

| felt a shiver run over my body and felt Clark’s weight 
lift off of the bed. 


“Two minutes. Wait for me.” 


| pulled on my restraints and chuckled. Like | could go 
anywhere. It didn’t take long for Clark to return and resume 
his feast on my body. My nipples were suckled, belly button 
licked, and throat sucked. | relaxed against the bed and let 
the pleasure of Clark taking care of me wash over my body. 


“You make me feel so damn good, angel.” 


He sucked my balls into his mouth, then pushed my 
knees forward onto my chest and out to the side. His tongue 
licked down my balls, over my perineum, and up my cleft. | 
gasped air into my lungs and clutched the headboard with 
my hands. 


“Oh Clark, yeah. Lick my hole, fuck my ass with your 
tongue. Feels so good.” 

Clark licked my cleft with his flattened tongue, then he 
pointed it and penetrated me as he stroked my cock. | 
moaned and pushed my hips up and down to thrust my cock 
into his warm hand and my asshole onto his wet tongue. 
Clark’s happy groans and sighs mixed with mine, further 


arousing me. Just as | neared my release, Clark pulled his 
hand off my dick and his tongue out of my ass. | whimpered 
in frustration. 

| felt his weight leave the bed, heard him walk out of the 
room, and then return a couple of minutes later. He rejoined 
me on the bed and kissed me deeply. 

“Trying something new, sweetheart. Let me know if you 
don’t like it.” 


| felt a cold drop of water against my thighs and my 
body trembled. Then | heard Clark fumble in the nightstand, 
the sound of the cap on the bottle of lube snapping open, 
and a thump as it hit the floor. 


“Keep your legs pulled up and your knees spread for me, 
Noah.” 

Thank goodness for lots of time working out and good 
flexibility. Still, | hadn’t completely recovered from the 
accident, so holding these types of positions for long wasn’t 
as easy as it used to be. Instead, | planted my feet on the 
bed and tilted my hips up. That left me spread open for 
Clark. Well, | expected Clark. Instead, | felt a slick, cold, hard 
surface touch my pucker. | gasped. 


“What is that?” 

“Ice dildo. This okay, Noah?” 

What the hell? The icy hardness pushed against the ring 
of muscles in my opening, massaging and then penetrating 
me. | gasped. 

“Cold! ’S so cold.” 


Clark bent over my body and kissed me, moving his hot 
tongue in and out of my mouth at the same pace that he 
moved the frozen dildo in and out of my ass. The sensation 
was uncomfortable at first, but also oddly erotic. After a few 
strokes, uncomfortable turned into pleasurable. My dick 
pulsed and leaked against my stomach and my ass opened 
itself to the invasion. 


“More, please. Yes. Oh Christ, fuck me. Yeah.” 

As my body adjusted to the ice pounding into it, | 
became accustomed and somewhat numb to the cold. 
That’s when Clark pulled out the ice dildo and shoved his 
long, thick, hot dick deep into my chute with one swift 
motion. The temperature deviation was sudden, and it sent 
tingles all through my channel. 

“Ungh!” 

“Need you, Noah. Need you so damn much.” 

He was grunting and pummeling me. | was panting and 
bucking against him. Harsh sounds of skin slapping against 
Skin filled the air. Over and over again, we moved together, 
his body in mine, his hand flying on my cock, until | felt 
Clark tense and spill inside me as | sprayed our chests and 
stomachs with my seed. 

Clark leaned down and suckled my ear. | could feel his 
heart racing and hear him gasping to get air into his lungs. 
After several long seconds, he pushed himself off me, 
removed my blindfold, and released my hands from the 
bindings. He straddled my body, placed a knee on either 
side of my torso, and rubbed the parts of my wrists that the 
ties had touched. 

“You okay, sweetheart?” 

| pulled him down on top of me and kissed him. 

“I’m great. Amazing. Happy. That was fucking hot.” 

Clark chuckled. 

“I was going for cold. Well, hot and cold.” 

“Mmmm. Goal accomplished. One hot tongue plus one 
cold ice dildo plus one hot dick equals one happy ass.” 

| felt Clark’s hands move to my ribs. 

“Goofball.” 


He laughed and tickled me. | joined in and gave barely 
there touches to his armpits, knowing how that made him 


jump. We rolled around the bed, smearing cum everywhere 
and laughing as our hands found each other’s sensitive 
spots and drew out giggles. 

“Love you, Noah,” Clark gasped out as he lay down and 
wrapped his arms around me. 


“Love you too, angel. Always.” 
We curled together, tight together, and went to sleep. 


| was lying in bed watching Clark sleep when | heard a 
knock at the door. Yes, | was watching him sleep. The man 
looked beautiful when he was sleeping: his ivory skin 
relaxed, his cheeks rosy, and he often had a little smile on 
his red lips. Okay, he pretty much looked like that when he 
was awake too. What could | say? He took my breath away, 
really did. 

He must have been completely exhausted, because he 
didn’t even budge when the knock came a second time. | 
scooted out of bed, pulled on a pair of pants, and walked out 
of the bedroom. | closed the door softly, then rushed down 
the hallway, through the living room, and over to the 
entryway so | could answer the door before the knocking got 
louder and woke Clark up. The only thing keeping me from 
patting myself on the back for having satisfied Clark into 
such a state of oblivion that he could sleep through that 
noise was that my hands were busy pulling on a shirt. 


| opened the door, ready to ask whoever it was to keep it 
down, but then | saw my brother’s worried face. Shit! lI’d 
forgotten to call Ben after we left the hospital. 

“Hey, come on in.” 

“Thank God you’re here. I’ve been terrified.” 

| walked to the kitchen and signaled for him to follow. 
The kitchen was the room furthest from the bedroom, so we 
could talk in there without waking Clark. Plus, it was always 


a safe bet that a conversation with any member of my 
family would be improved by a liberal addition of alcohol. 

“Sorry, man. | came to the door as fast as | could. I’m 
not running on all cylinders yet, okay?” 

| pointed down at my legs. | was actually doing really 
well. No marathons in my immediate future and | probably 
couldn’t do a butterfly kick, but I’d get there. 

Ben caught up with me in the kitchen, reached for me, 
and pulled me into a tight embrace. 

“I wasn’t talking about the door, Noah. I’ve been calling 
the hospital every few days since you threw me out and 
they refused to tell me anything. | kept waiting for you to 
get your damn memory back and call me, but you never did. 
So today | went down there, thinking I’d sneak into your 
room, but | couldn’t find you and then they told me you 
weren’t a patient anymore.” 

He pushed me out of the hug and held my shoulders as 
he glared at me. 

“I thought you died, asshole. Don’t do that to me. You’re 
my brother and | love you. Don’t shut me out, Noah.” 

| shoved him off of me, walked over to the refrigerator, 
and got us each a beer. 

“Simmer down, Suzie Q. I’m fine. No need to get your 
ruffled panties in a twirl. | thought | was supposed to be the 
fairy Forman, not you.” 

| handed him his beer and sat down. Ben rolled his eyes. 

“You're not a fairy, Noah.” 

“Don’t get all P.C. on me now, big brother. | remember all 
the words you’ve used over the years. You probably still do, 
you've just stopped saying them in front of the pink sheep 
of the family.” 

Ben chuckled. 

“Oh, come on, Noah. You're not gay.” 


He was relaxed in his chair, nursing his beer. | thought 
he was kidding around so | laughed, flipped my chair 
around, and straddled it. 


“Huh. Well, if you’re sure. But | don’t know how else to 
explain the mouth-dick-ass combo that goes on in this 
house.” 

Okay, that might have sounded a little crass, but | was 
still groggy from sleep. That was the first beer I’d had in a 
hell of a long time, I’d already chugged it down, and, 
frankly, I'd never had a good censor when it came to my 
mouth. 

Ben looked a bit nervous, but then he smirked. 

“You had me going there for a second, Noah. | almost 
believed you.” 

“Well, everybody needs to believe in something. And | 
believe l'Il have another beer.” | got up and walked to the 
fridge. “You want one?” 

“Nah, I’m good, still working on this one. But seriously, 
Noah, maybe it’s time you got a steady girlfriend. Blaire has 
a friend who’s like a nine or a nine and a half on scale of one 
to ten. Do you want me to set you up?” 

| looked into my brother’s eyes and realized that he was 
actually serious. 

“Christ, Ben! On a scale of one to ten, you’re a complete 
asshole.” 

Ben looked at me in confusion. 

“What? What did I say?” 

Honestly, some people should be court-ordered to have 
a Breathalyzer connected to their voice box. 

“Ben, you haven’t finished even one beer and you just 
tried to set me up with a woman.” 

“So? Why can’t you have someone steady? What’s 
wrong with that?” 


“Ben! | do have someone steady, the same someone for 
almost a decade. You know, that’s like ten years as opposed 
to your lifetime relationship record, which | think is about 
ten days.” 


“Hey! I’ve been with Blaire for almost three weeks.” 

“In a world full of generic people, you, my friend, are a 
designer brand.” 

| shook my head at him in disbelief, then decided the 
best course of action was to change the subject. 


“Look, I’m sorry you were worried. When | woke up in the 
hospital, I'd blocked out the last three hellish years of my 
life, so my memory of you wasn’t exactly shiny-happy, you 
know? As far as | remembered, we weren’t exactly on 
speaking terms. | only just remembered everything when 
Clark clued me in.” 


Ben’s head snapped up. 

“Clark? You... you talked with Clark? When did you talk 
with Clark?” 

| saw trepidation, or maybe fear in his eyes. What the 
hell was that about? 


Chapter 19 


Noah—Present 


| was wondering what'd made my brother get all worked up 
when we heard a noise and turned toward the door to see 
the man of the hour in the flesh. Literally. Clark must have 
shuffled out of bed to look for me without realizing we had 
company. That’s my guess, anyway, because he was stark 
naked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and looking 
delicious. | was torn between wanting to cover him up so 
that nobody else could see his stunning body and wanting 
to lick him from head to toe. 


Ben’s jaw dropped when he saw Clark. He stared at him 
openly with a look that had to be shock and then he jumped 
backward with such force that he knocked his chair to the 
ground. Clark looked up when he heard the noise, turned a 
deep scarlet, and walked out of the kitchen, mumbling 
about being right back. Ben hadn’t taken his eyes off of 
Clark, and, when he turned around to leave the kitchen, Ben 
started shaking. 

My brother looked like he was having a nervous 
breakdown, and Clark had left the kitchen to go get dressed. 
That meant | was stuck handling Ben. 

“Ben? What the hell? Are you okay?” 

| got up and adjusted my hard dick. Hey, naked Clark, 
remember? Front and back view. That’s like a recipe for 
insta-hard-on, no additional ingredients necessary. 

“H-h-h-he was....” 


At that point | thought there was a real possibility that 
my brother was on something. He was shaking and pale. His 
eyes were unfocused and petrified. And, oddly, he had a 
raging hard-on. Hmm. I’d seen Viagra in Ben’s medicine 
cabinet once. Maybe somebody spiked it with mushrooms. | 
took a deep breath and walked toward him slowly. 


Ben swallowed hard, then looked at me. 
“I thought he moved away.” 


“Only because he thought that’s what | wanted. But he 
loves me, so he came back.” 


| had almost reached my brother when he rushed past 
me so fast that | fell against the counter. | caught myself 
and looked up just in time to see Ben reaching his fist in the 
air and Clark, now dressed in jeans and pulling on a T-shirt, 
bracing himself for impact. 


Okay, | was injured, but not dead, and no fucking way 
was anyone going to touch my angel. | leaped across the 
floor and landed a solid, spinning backfist that had Ben on 
his knees, clutching his nose with one hand and his ear with 
the other. | was ready to follow up with an eye slap when 
Clark stepped in between my arms and pressed his body 
against mine. 

“Noah, stop. Please don’t fight with your brother about 
me. Please, sweetheart. | don’t want you to do this.” 


All the rage left my body. There was no room for anger 
when | had Clark. | ran my hands over his neck and face to 
check for damage. My brother hadn’t actually connected 
any blows, but | needed to be sure. Needed to feel that 
Clark was unharmed. | touched his nose, his cheeks, his 
eyes. Then | covered him with kisses. 

“What about what | want?” 

We both looked down at Ben on the ground. He had 
moved his hands off of his face, but he was still crouched on 
his knees and he was looking up at Clark. 


“We were best friends for years, roommates. | thought 
we were there for each other. | thought we... we loved each 
other too.” 


My brother looked so lost that | actually felt sorry for 
him. We’d already been over the whole betrayal he’d felt 
when he'd thought his friend had seduced his brother, which 
had been his immediate reaction when I’d told him | was in 
love with Clark. I’d explained it to him enough times back 
then. Told him | was the damn instigator of the relationship. 
Explained that Clark didn’t make me gay. Yes, | actually had 
to spell that out for Ben. Don’t ask me how Mister Magna 
cum laude couldn’t figure that shit out for himself. 


| came out to my brother when | graduated from college. 
I'd waited until then because it was easier to lie and have 
my parents pay for school than tell the truth and be saddled 
with student loans for the rest of my life. Yeah, it’s pathetic. 
But Clark convinced me that | was being fiscally responsible. 

It’s not like it mattered all that much. Clark and | lived 
together in the same one-bedroom apartment all through 
my college years. He only had one year of school left when | 
got to State, but he stayed after he graduated and worked. 
My family thought we were roommates, just like he’d been 
with Ben. We never let them visit, of course, but that wasn’t 
too hard to accomplish because Ben never asked and my 
parents didn’t mind so long as we went to see them for 
holidays. 


State was only a little more than an hour away from E.C. 
North, the suburb where my parents lived, so we’d make 
day trips and split the time between my family and Clark’s 
aunt and uncle’s family. My parents had always liked Clark; 
they felt sorry for him because he had lost his mother, so 
they let him join us for holiday meals. The plus side of that 


was that we were together; the downside was that we 
couldn’t touch each other. We usually made up for it when 
we got to his aunt’s house. Poor Shirley had to constantly 
clear her throat to remind us that there were other people in 
the room. 


Anyway, after | graduated and was no longer dependent 
on my parents in any way, | was ready to tell them. For 
some reason, Clark thought it’d be easier to start with Ben. 
He was sure my brother would be accepting, and then lI’d 
have an ally when | told my parents. | expected all three of 
them to freak out and disown me, so it’s not like it mattered 
to me which one of them got the first shot in. 


Unfortunately, Clark had been overly optimistic about 
my brother’s reaction. When | explained that | was gay and 
Clark and | were moving to E.C. West together, Ben went 
crazy. He told all of the guys he and Clark had hung out with 
in college, which resulted in years of loneliness for Clark 
until he finally managed to get a few of them to listen to 
him and then they sort of reconnected. 

After that, | refused to talk with Ben unless he 
apologized to Clark, and he couldn’t have a conversation 
with me without insulting the man I’d thought was his best 
friend, so that was that. | wrote him off for two years until 
that fateful day when he somehow managed to talk me into 
being the biggest fucking piece of shit asshole on the 
planet. But you’ve already heard that story. 


Anyway, after the horrible night when | had driven Clark 
away, Ben told me he understood how | felt about Clark and 
he was sorry. When he’d said that, I’d honestly believed that 
he finally accepted his brother was gay. As a result, we’d 
had a fairly decent relationship since then. 


“Your friendship meant a lot to him, Ben. But you can’t 
expect him to give me up to Save it. Just like | wasn’t willing 
to give him up. You just tried to set me up with a woman, so 
| see that this whole gay thing is confusing to you for some 
unfathomable reason, but try to understand that the way 
you feel about Clark and the way | feel about Clark just 
aren’t the same. We're in love with each other. Why can’t 
you get that, Ben?” 

Ben stood up and looked at Clark through teary eyes. 

“You didn’t tell him.” 

| suddenly realized that Clark had been unusually quiet 
throughout the entire exchange in the kitchen. Then he 
answered Ben. 

“It wasn’t mine to tell.” 

Ben slumped into a seat at the table. | picked up the 
chair that he had knocked down earlier, sat in it all the way 
back, spread my knees, and pulled Clark onto the chair, 
between my legs. His body stiffened, which had never 
happened in response to my touch. He softened quickly and 
melted back against me, but not before | saw the look of 
discomfort on his face and noticed that my brother wouldn’t 
look at us. 

“What in the hell is going on? What didn’t Clark tell me?” 

Ben shifted in his seat and stared at the table with such 
intensity, | wondered whether he was trying to find a way to 
burn a hole through it. 

“My chances of getting you to let this go are ....” 

“A few degrees lower than hell freezing over and a 
couple of miles south of hopeless. Now speak, Ben.” 

My brother lifted his hand to his nose and poked it 
tenderly. | rolled my eyes at him. 

“Oh, come on. It isn’t that bad, Ben. It’s not like | broke it 
or anything.” 

“I think maybe you did. Why’d you hit me so hard?” 


| decided against the truth—that the second | saw my 
angel threatened | was filled with such rage that | saw 
fucking red and | wanted to kill the person responsible, even 
if it was my brother. So, instead, | wrapped my arms around 
Clark, rested my head on his shoulder, and waggled my 
eyebrows at my brother. 


“Hey, you were aiming for his mouth. | have a vested 
interest in making sure that particular body part is in full 
working order.” 

“Noah, don’t.” 


Clark’s voice held a warning tone | didn’t understand. 
Ben was refusing to say anything, just shifting in his seat 
uncomfortably. Something was going on, but | couldn't 
figure out what it was. | decided my best chance of getting 
an answer was reading Clark’s face. We knew each other so 
well we didn’t need words to communicate. A skill that came 
in handy in crowded parties and in bed, and one | knew we 
hadn’t lost during our time apart, just like we hadn’t lost our 
connection. Never would. 

“Get up for a minute would you, angel?” 


| patted Clark’s back as | spoke. He jumped right out of 
the chair and looked down at me, concern etched all over 
his handsome face. 

“You okay, sweetheart? Did | hurt your legs?” 

| laughed and stroked his thigh. 

“Angel, if straddling you hurt me in a bad way, we’d 
have a huge fucking problem. Literally.” 

Clark’s eyes shot over to Ben and a concerned 
expression took over his face. Then he straightened his 
shoulders back and looked determinedly at my brother. 

“It’s time for you to talk to your brother, Ben. We go 
back a long way. You were a good friend to me for a lot of 
years and | truly do love you.” 


| growled and dug my fingers into Clark’s thighs. He bent 
down, kissed my neck, and stroked my belly. The tension 
started draining from my body, but not before Ben noticed 
my reaction. 

“Jesus, Noah. What in the hell is wrong with you?” 

Clark continued petting me while he responded to my 
brother. 

“Nothing is wrong with him. He’s just a bit possessive 
and he doesn’t like hearing me say that | love anybody 
other than him.” 


My angel looked into my eyes and combed his fingers 
through my hair. 

“Even though he knows it isn’t the same kind of love. He 
knows it never could be with anybody else because he’s 
always been everything to me.” 


| loved that he was still unfazed by my jealousy and used 
to explaining why his partner turned into a rabid wolf at the 
slightest indication that someone was even thinking about 
coming close to its mate. It was clear that those years apart 
had done nothing to take away our familiarity with each 
other. Clark didn’t stop touching me, but he raised his head 
toward my brother as he kept talking. 

“He told me what you said to him back then, that you 
pushed him to bring that other guy into our apartment and 
set me up to catch him. He was wrong to do it and | was a 
complete fool for leaving. But you played a role in it, Ben.” 


| could hear Clark’s voice shaking and feel his fingers 
trembling. | wrapped my arms around his waist and rested 
my head against his stomach, hoping to give him comfort. 

“I can’t tell you how much I wish he’d done it for another 
reason. Boredom, experimentation, even thinking | was a 
bad lay. Any of the million reasons I’d thought about during 
the last three years of sleepless nights would’ve been better 
than the one reason | hadn’t ever considered—your 


betrayal. He’s your brother and you two need to be a part of 
each other’s lives. I’ve always encouraged Noah to do that. 
But let me be very clear about this with you. | will not lose 
him again, Ben. Not for a single minute. I’m not walking 
away. Now you tell him why you did it or I will.” 

When | saw the look in Clark’s eyes as he stared Ben 
down across the kitchen table, the pieces all finally fell 
together. In that moment, | knew. | fucking knew what had 
happened. A wave of jealousy washed over me and a roar 
left my throat as my body shook. | clenched my fist and 
lunged at my brother. | was going to fucking rip his throat 
out. 

Ben shot me a panicked look and Clark laid his hand on 
my chest with the lightest touch imaginable. 

“He’s your brother, Noah. Your brother. Sit down, 
sweetheart. Please sit down.” 


| clasped his shoulders and pulled him behind me to 
Shield him from Ben, then wound my arms backward and 
held him against my back. Ben’s mouth was hanging open 
as he watched us. Clark stroked my cheek, extracted 
himself from my embrace, sat in the chair, and pulled me 
down to sit between his spread legs, so that he was behind 
me and | was looking at my brother. Okay, shooting daggers 
with my eyes at him, but that’s a type of look, right? 

Ben had his lips pursed and he refused to speak, so 
Clark did. 


“Okay, fine. l'Il tell him.” 
| kept my eyes on my brother. 


“You don’t have to tell me, angel. | figured it out. He 
came on to you.” 


Chapter 20 


Noah—Present 


Ben’s head shot up when | accused him of coming on to 
Clark. Panicked words spilled out of his mouth in a rush. 

“No, | didn’t, not really, umm ....” 

At that point, I'd had enough. | was barely holding it 
together. | covered my eyes with my hands and whispered 
to Clark. 

“| don’t like being left out of this. What happened 
between the two of you and when did it happen?” 


Clark kissed my neck and wrapped his arms around me. 
| could feel his heart beating against my back and his breath 
under my ear. His earthy, vanilla scent filled me, keeping 
me calm. And because he had positioned us so that | was 
between him and my brother, | was able to muster enough 
restraint to remain in that chair and off of my brother. 

“Remember when he got back from his graduation trip 
to Europe and he wanted to go out one last time before he 
left for grad school in Chicago?” 

Clark and | were already living together by then. Had 
been for a couple of months. | didn’t like where this story 
was going. | started shaking and sweating. 

“Shhh, sweetheart. It wasn’t serious. He got drunk, really 
drunk, and he, umm, he tried to kiss me and, ehm, touch 
me, but | pushed him away and nothing happened. | 
promise.” 

Ben jumped in, a terrified look on his face. 


“I’m not gay!” 

| yelled at my brother. 

“Are you going to say it didn’t happen, Ben? Are you 
actually going to call Clark a liar?” 

“No, | didn’t say that. It happened, but I’m not gay!” 

| noticed Ben hadn’t denied putting the moves on Clark. 
So my brother was gay. | supposed that was one explanation 
for his maniacal need to be in a relationship with a woman 
constantly and the fact that not a one of those relationships 
lasted longer than a tube of toothpaste. 


“Fine. You’re not gay. You just tried to make out with 
another man. Totally straight behavior as far as I’m 
concerned. Whatever. Just tell me what the master plan 
was, Ben. If you couldn’t have him for yourself, then no one 
else could either? Is that why you talked me into cheating 
on him? | don’t know how I never saw it before.” 

“No! Of course not. | did it to save you from him! I'd tried 
talking to you, reasoning with you, but you’re so damn 
stubborn that nothing worked. Clark had you convinced that 
you were in love with him. If | didn’t step in, you’d never 
have gotten away from him.” 


| rolled my eyes at that statement. 

“Jesus, Ben, do you ever just, you know, get sick of 
yourself? Why would | want to get away from him?” 

“Because you can’t have a life with him, Noah! You'll 
never be able to get married, never have kids, never have a 
real family. You won’t be able to get the same kind of jobs as 
normal people. Won’t have friends. Everyone will look at you 
when you walk down the street and they'll know what you 
do with him. The only way for you to have a normal life is to 
get away from Clark. Trust me on this. | did it myself and it 
worked.” 

His eyes were wild and he was waving his hands as he 
spoke. | understood that he wasn’t really talking about me. 


He was just verbalizing the internal dialogue that probably 
played on a loop in his head. 

“Wow. You open your mouth and the crazy just pours 
right out.” 

“What? It’s true!” 

“Ben, I’m gay. | was gay before | met Clark. | was gay 
when he was gone these past few years. And l'Il be gay for 
the rest of my life. | have friends. | have a good job. He has 
given me the most real family I’ve ever had. And I don’t give 
a shit if people | pass by on the street know what | do with 
him. But | can tell you that it’s very unlikely their 
imagination comes anywhere close to what we actually 
Share, and there’s no way they can grasp how fucking good 
it feels.” 

Clark’s voice came over my shoulder. 

“Noah, take it easy.” 

“Why should | take it easy? | get that he doesn’t want to 
think about you with another man, but are you hearing this 
bullshit?” 

| turned back to my brother. 

“You get to win the most-pathetically-overcompensating- 
homo-of-the-year award, Ben. Do you actually fuck all those 
pretty little girlfriends or are they just beards so you can 
keep your sorry ass in the closet? What’s the long-term plan 
here, big brother? You going to marry one of them, live a 
nice little life on the outside while you slowly die on the 
inside? Or maybe you'll run off to the bathhouses or bars to 
get some man-on-man action on the side? Hey, if we're 
lucky, we can read the tell-all book when your wife leaves 
you after the kids are grown. Does that sound like a normal 
life to you, Ben?” 

My brother had never seen Clark and me together as a 
couple. He was in graduate school out of state by the time 
we truly got together, so we only saw him during holidays, 


when we made day trips to my parents’ house. I’d always 
wondered why Ben and Clark didn’t talk on the phone and 
why Ben never pushed to spend time with his friend on 
those rare occasions when he visited my parents. But | 
hadn’t given it much thought, because it had helped hide 
the nature of our relationship from my family. 

Then, around the same time Ben graduated and moved 
back to Emile City, | came out and we didn’t see each other 
for an entirely different reason. | had thought it was because 
my brother couldn’t deal with the fact that Clark and | were 
gay. As it turned out, dealing with his feelings and the idea 
of Clark and me as a couple was what had gotten to him. 


Ben’s face was pale and he looked completely defeated, 
but | just couldn’t find a way to feel sorry for him. He was 
choosing this torture by denying who he was and | simply 
couldn’t respect that. Plus, he wanted Clark. My Clark. | 
thought about all the years that Ben and Clark had been 
friends, about the years they’d lived together. Had my 
brother been checking him out that entire time? Looking at 
his body, drooling after his dick, finding excuses to rub up 
against him? 

A growl | couldn’t control left my body. | turned around in 
the chair, straddled Clark’s body, and ground my dick 
against his. That immediately caused my cock to fill and | 
felt a responding hardness. That was satisfying, but not 
enough. | needed more. | needed to show Ben that Clark 
belonged to me. 


| pressed my mouth over Clark’s in a desperate kiss and 
claimed him once again. | licked and sucked as my body 
trembled and my head pounded. Mine. Mine. Mine. When we 
finally separated in order to find some oxygen, Clark’s lips 
were swollen and he was panting and trembling. 

“Nobody else touches you. Nobody else fucking looks at 
you. | don’t care if he’s my brother. You’re mine.” 


Clark molded himself to me, rubbed my sides, and made 
a soft “shhhh” sound in my ear. 

“Of course, I’m yours. Nobody else’s. Don’t want 
anybody but you. lve never wanted anybody but you, 
Noah.” 


That calmed me down some, but | still turned and glared 
at my brother, feeling no mercy. 


“He’s mine.” 


“Noah, he’s just having a hard time coming to terms 
with who he is, and | was the guy he spent the most time 
with. He doesn’t want me. Not really. He never has. He was 
confused about his desire for men in general, so he 
projected those feelings on the closest candidate.” 


Clark believed what he was saying, because Clark never 
did understand how beautiful he was, how desirable. People 
we didn’t know turned their heads as he passed by on the 
street to look at his alabaster skin, his strawberry-blond 
hair, his crystal-blue eyes, and his sinewy body. But it was 
more than just his appearance that drew people to Clark. He 
was warm, funny, confident, and smart. Every one of our 
friends would have pushed me aside and jumped at the 
chance to be with him. Well, they’d have tried anyway; I'd 
have kicked their fucking asses. 


| could only imagine what it must have been like for my 
brother to be so close to Clark all those years without truly 
possessing him. If Ben was gay, which was pretty clear to 
me at that point, it must have been fucking torture. And to 
have Clark minimize the reality of Ben’s feelings, well, I’d 
hated having him do the same thing to me when he’d 
thought | was a kid with a silly crush. To hear that as a 
grown man who had been carrying a torch for close to half 
his life had to be unbearable. 


Damn it. | felt sorry for Ben. Actually ached for my 
brother. He wasn’t a bad guy, really. He had been a good 


friend to Clark. And he had always tried to take care of me, 
even when I was a real prick. Yeah, the bullshit stunt he had 
pulled a few years prior damn near killed all of us, but Clark 
was right—Ben wasn’t the only one responsible. We had all 
played a role, and | was the damn lead. 

Plus, | believed my brother truly thought he’d done it to 
Save me. He’d been in love with Clark for so long that he 
probably justified his feelings by telling himself that they 
were limited to one man. When | told him Clark and | were 
together, he probably assumed l'd fallen under a similar 
spell. 

“Clark, don’t say that, okay?” 

He furrowed his brow and looked at me. 


“Ben might have been confused about his feelings 
toward men, but that doesn’t change how he felt ....” | 
swallowed, stuffed the growl that wanted to come out back 
into my throat, and clenched and released my fists. “Or still 
feels about you. It’s not fair to him to belittle those 
feelings.” 


| was looking at Clark as | spoke, so | didn’t see Ben’s 
face. But | did hear him. It started as a whimper, moved to a 
cry, and ended with my brother holding his face in his hands 
and sobbing while we sat around the kitchen table. 


What do you say to your “thirty-one years old and just 
finally owned that he’s gay” brother? Hell, how do you even 
know whether he has finally owned it? | don’t have the 
answers to those questions. Clark told Ben that he was still 
his friend, that we were both there for him, that we loved 
him, and that we’d listen when he was ready to talk. | didn’t 
punch Ben out when Clark gave him a light hug as he was 
leaving our house. All in all, I'd say we both showed extreme 
compassion. 


After Ben left, Clark and | stood together and stared at 
the door. | wondered whether Clark had ever had an interest 
in my brother, whether they’d have ended up together if | 
hadn’t been in the picture. 

“No way, no how.” 

| turned my head to him. 

“Did | just say that out loud?” 

“No, but | know what you were thinking. Ben is 
wonderful, but he isn’t my type. | can honestly tell you that | 
have never thought of him as anything other than a friend. 
Of course, his being your brother would have stopped 
anything anyway, but it never got to that point because, 
with you around or not, Ben and | were never going to 
happen.” 

| was skeptical. 

“He’s cute. Really cute. Okay, let’s face it, he’s more 
than cute. | mean, come on—his body, his face. Ben’s 
seriously hot.” 

Clark laughed and hugged me. 

“Sweetheart, I’m not turned on by the whole incest 
thing, so let’s slow down on the ‘my brother is hot’ talk, 
okay? Besides, I’m not blind. | know what Ben looks like. But 
he doesn’t do it for me.” 

| sucked on his neck and ran my hands up his arm in a 
touch so light it was more like a tickle. 

“Oh yeah? Who does it for you?” 

Clark moaned and walked me backward out of the 
entryway and into our bedroom. 

“A guy who can kick my ass, but wants to save it 
instead.” 

He sucked on my neck so hard | was sure he’d added 
another mark, then pulled off my shirt and pants. 


“A guy who is so rough, people cross to the other side of 
the street to avoid getting in his way, but who turns into a 
marshmallow when we're alone together.” 

He took off his clothes, kissed me breathless, then sat on 
the edge of the bed. 

“A guy who stands tall and proud when he faces the 
world, but falls to his knees when he’s facing me.” 

| moaned, dropped to my knees, and took his long, hot, 
hard cock into my mouth. That was nothing like a dildo. I’d 
even bought one | thought was around the same size as 
Clark, just so | could pretend, you know? But that thing had 
just given me a sore jaw. The real tool was smooth as 
velvet, warm, and tasted of sweat and sex and Clark. 

“A guy who hasn't needed anything from his parents or 
anyone else since before he was a teenager, but who needs 
everything from me and has from day one.” 

He pulled my mouth off of his dick and lifted me to my 
feet. Then he lowered me onto the bed on my back and 
crawled on top of me. He looked into my eyes and kissed 
each of my cheeks in turn. 

“A guy whose face seems harsh and tough when he 
looks at other people, but is soft and adoring when he looks 
at me.” 

He ran his fingers down my chest and stomach, then 
over to my cock. He stroked me a few times and caressed 
my balls. 

“A guy who has his own mind and knows how to use it, 
but chooses to defer to mine.” 

He got the lube from the nightstand, covered his fingers, 
and rubbed it into my opening. | pushed down against his 
fingers, dying for a ride. 

“A guy who hasn’t ever cared what anyone else thinks, 
but hangs on my every word.” 


He gave me a heart-pounding, brain-melting kiss. | 
whimpered, clung to his back, and lifted my knees up and 
wrapped my ankles around his back. 

“A guy who | fell in love with before | even understood 
what that meant.” 


Then he was sliding into me, stretching me wide open, 
and we both lost the power of speech. There were hands 
rubbing and tugging, mouths moaning and kissing, and hips 
pounding and snapping. 

| planted my feet on the mattress and arched my back 
so | could use every ounce of power | had to meet his 
thrusts. My body was on fire, consumed by the knowledge 
that, after having been denied its master for all those years, 
it was finally being reclaimed, possessed, owned. 

“Soon, Noah.” 

Clark grunted into my ear while he slammed his dick into 
my ass and pulled on my cock. Over and over. In and out. So 
damn deep, so fucking hard, and so incredibly good. 

“Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Uh-huh.” 


No words, just sounds. | was getting everything | 
needed, everything I’d craved and dreamed of over the 
previous three years. Speaking was way beyond my abilities 
in that moment. 

“Now, Noah.” 


| could feel his dick pulsing inside me as he grasped my 
ass with one hand and pulled in tight while he continued 
tugging on my cock with his other hand. 

“Oh!” 


My body immediately reacted by releasing thick ropes of 
cum over my stomach and chest. We lay against each other, 
gasping and touching. By the time my heart rate slowed and 
| was finally able to breathe and think enough to speak, | 
was too overwhelmed with emotion. 


“Oh angel. | don’t know what to say.” 


“How about a kiss instead of words? | love your kisses.” 


Now that | could do. Again and again, for the rest of my 
life. 
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